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Oil, 

NEW FOES WITH AN OLD FACE 

CHAPTER Xm 

A STRAY GLEAM. 

Tin: last lJuo hoiulLind of Saa:dima was fading fast 
<ni llio iiuitJi-wost lioiizon, and a steady breeze bore 
hijfiiio ih luiiuiueiablo ships, the wrecks of Herachan’s 
mumiuunt, plinigiiig and tossing impatiently m their 
d<»s|M'rato lioiiicwaid laco toward the coast of Africa. 
l‘\ir ami avuIo, iiudor a sky of cloudless blue, the 
wUito Hiiils glittciod on the ghttenng sea, as gaily 
uow, iibnvcj tli(*u loads of shame and disappomtment, 
ftTtor .iml pain, as when, but one short month before, 
tlipy 1)01*0 with them only wild hopes and gallant 
ilanug Who can calculate the sum of misery in 
that liaploss flight? And yet it was but one, and 
that <mo nf the least Icnown and most tnvial, of the 
tnigi‘dies of that ago of woo, one petty death-spasm 
nirmiig the uimumborod throes which were shaking 
ir. 


ii 
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to dissolution the Babylon of the West Her time 
had coma Even as Saint John beheld her in his 
vision, by agony after agony, she was rotting to her 
well-earned doom. Tyrannising it luicuriously ovei 
all nations, she had sat upon the mystic beast — build- 
ing her power on the brute ammal a2)potites of her 
dupes and slaves but sho had duped Iierself oven 
more than them. She was finding out hj bitter 
lessons that it was “to the beast,” and not to lici, 
that hei vassal kings of the earth Iiad been giving 
their power and strength, and the feiocity and lust 
which she had pampeicd so cunningly in them, had 
become her curse and hei dostiuction . Dinnk 
with the blood of the saints, blinded by her own 
conceit and jealousy to the fact tliat sbo had lieen 
crushing and extirpating out of hci empue for con- 
tunes post all which was noblo, piuifying, legeneia- 
tive, divme, she sat impotent and doting, tlio pi(‘y (\i 
every fresh adventurei, the slave of hci own slaves 
. * “And the kings of tho earth who Inid siniu^d 
with her, hated tho hailot, ainl made her desolate 
and naked, and devoured her flesh, and buincd hoi 
with fire For God had put into thoir hcails to fulfil 
His will, and to agree, and to give tlioir lving<loni to 
the beast, until tho words of God sliouhl bo fnlhllfsl ” 
Everywheie sensuality, division, haticfl, ti (*a<‘lu'iy, 
cruelty, uncertainty, terror, the vials of God’s wi at h 
poured out. Wlicro was to bo tho end of it alH 
asked every man of his noighboui, goiieiation afloi 
generation, and received for answez onlj'’, “If, 
better to die than to live,” 
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And yet in one ship out of tliat sad fleets there 
\vaR peace , peace amid sliamo and terror , aimd the 
groans of the wounded, and the sighs of the starving , 
amid all but blank despair The great tnremes and 
(juinquoromes rushed onward past the lagging trans- 
poits, caioloss, m the mad race for safety, that they 
woio leaving the greater number of their comrades 
defenceless in the reai’ of the flight, but from one 
little fishing-croft alone no base entieaties, no bittei 
execrations greeted the passing flash and roll of their 
mighty oais One after another, day hy day, they 
came rushing up out of the noithern offing, eacli hke 
a huge liundrod-footod dragon, panting and quivering, 
as if with terror, at evoiy loud pulse of its oars, 
Imiling the wild water right and left with the mighty 
shaio of its beak, while fioiu the bows some gorgon 
or chnnipra, elephant or boar stared out with brazen 
oyoH toward the coast of Africa, as if it, too, like the 
human beings which it earned, was dead to every 
caio but that of dastard flight Past they lushod, 
one after another, and off the poop some shouting 
voice chilled all hearts for a moment, with the fearful 
nows that the Emperor’s Noapolitaji fleet was m full 
chasa And the soldiers on board that httlo 
vessel looked silently and steadfastly into the silent 
steadfast face of the old Prefect, and Victona saw 
him shudder, and turn his eyes away— and stood up 
among the rough fighting men, like a goddess, and 
cned aloud that ‘'tlie Lord would protect His own 
and they believed her, and wore still , till many days 
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and many ships wore passed, and the little fishing- 
craft, outstripped oven by the tionsjioi ts and mei chant- 
men, as it stiaiuod and ciawled along befuie its single 
sqiiare-saii, was left alone upon the sea 

And where was Baphaol Ahen-E/:ia 1 

He was sitting, -with Bian’s head between his 
knees, at the dooi of a tompoiaiy awning in the 
vessers stern, which shielded tho woundod men from 
sun and spiay, and as ho sat ho could hoar fioin 
within tho tent the goiitlo voices (<f Victoiu and her 
brother, as they tended tho sick like imnisteiiiig 
angels, or ica<l to them wouls of divine hope and 
comfoit — 111 which liis homeless hem t felt that ho had 
no share 

“ As I live, I would change jilaccs now with any 
one of those pool mangled lutlians, to have tluit voire 
speaking such words to me and to hohovo them ’* 
And ho went on ponisuig tho irhimiscrii>t Avhich 
he held m his hand 

**\Volir’ ho sighed to himself after awhile, ‘*at 
least it IS tho most complimcntry, not to say hopeful, 
view of our (lostinios with winch I have met since 
I threw away my 1 misers belief that the seed of David 
was fated to conquer the whole earth, and set up a 
second Eoman Empire at Jcsrusalcin, only woiso than 
tho present one, in that the devils of superstition and 
bigoti y would bo added to those of ty i ainiy and rajiine.” 

A hand was laid on his shoulder, and a voice asked, 
“Ami what may tins so hopeful view he?” 
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‘‘All* my dear General*” said Eaphael, looking 
up “I have a poor bill of fare whereon to exercise 
my culinaiy powers this mormng Had it not been 
for that shark who was so luckily deluded last night, 
I should have been reduced to the necessity of stewing 
my fnend the fat decunon’s big boots.” 

“They would have been savoury enough, I will 
warranty after they had passed under your magical 
hand ” 

“It is a comfort, certainly, to find that after all 
one did learn something useful in Alexandria 1 So I 
will even go forward at once, and employ my artistic 
skill ” 

“Tell mo first what it was about which I heard 
you 3 ust now soliloquising, as so hopeful a new of 
some matter or other 

“ Honestly — if you will neither betray me to your 
son and daughtoi, nor consider me as having in any- 
wise committed myself — ^it was Paul of Tarsus’ notion 
of tho history and dostmies of our stiff-necked nation 
Sec what your daughter has persuaded me mto read- 
ing •” And he hold up a manuscnpt of the Epistle 
to tho Hebrewa 

“ It is execrable Greek. But it is sound philosophy, 
I cannot deny. He knows Plato better than all the 
ladies and gentlemen m Alexandiia put together, if 
my opimon on tho point bo worth having ” 

“I am a plain soldier, and no ]udge on that pomt, 
sir He may or may not know Plato , but I am right 
sure that ho knows God ” 
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‘‘ Not too fast,” said Raphael ■with a smile ‘‘ You 
do not know, perhaps, that I have spent the last ten 
years of my hfe among men who professed the same 
knowledge 

‘‘ Augustine, too, spent the hest ten ycais of his life 
among such, and yet he is now combating the vciy 
errors which he once taught” 

“Having found, he fancies, something hotter 
“Having found it, most tnily But you must talk 
to him yourself, and argue the matter over, with one 
who can argue To mo such questions aio an un- 
known land ” 

“ 'Well Perhaps I may bo tempted to do even 
that At loast a thoroughly conveitcd pliilosoplioi — 
for poor dear vSynesius is half heathen still, I ofton 
fancy, and hankers aftei the wisdom of the Egyptian 
— mO. ho a cimous sight , and to talk with so famous 
and so learned a man would always ho a pleasuni, 
hut to aigiio with him, or any othoi human being, 
none whatsoever ” 

“Why, then?” 

“My dear sii, I am sick of syllogisms, and proba- 
bilities, and pros *ind contim What do 1 cuk* if, on 
woighuig both sides, the iiineteon pounds* weight of 
questionable arguments against, are ovoibahincetl by 
the twenty poundb’ woiglit of equally fjU(*stiona}>h‘ 
arguments fori Do you not see that my belief of the 
victorious proiiosition will bo propoitionod to the one 
over-balancing pound only, while the whole other 
nineteen 'will go for nothing V* 
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“I leally do not ” 

“Happy are yon, then I do, from many a sad 
Gxj^eriencG No, my worthy sir I want a faith past 
oiguinents, ouo which, whether I can prove it oi not 
to the satisfaction of the la-\vyeis, I believe to my own 
satisfaction, and act on it as undoubtmgly and un- 
reosoningly as I do upon iny own nowly lodiscovered 
ponsonal identity 1 don^t want to possess a faith 
I want a faith winch •will possess me And if I ovoi 
amvod at such a one, behove me, it would bo by 
some such practical demonstration as this vciy tent 
has given me ” 

“ Tins tent 

“ Yes sir, tins tent ; withm which I liave seen you 
aiwl your clnldicn load a life of deeds as new to me 
the Jew, as they would ho to Hypatia the Clentilo I 
have watched you for many a day, and not in vain 
Whon 1 saw you an oxi)eiienccd officer, cncumhor 
your flight with wounded men, 1 was only surpiised. 
Bub since I have seen you laid your daughter, and, 
stiaiigost of all, your gay young Alcibiades of a son, 
starving yoiu'solvus to food those poor ruffians — pci- 
forming for them, day and night, tho offices of menial 
slaves “Comforting them, as no man over comforted 
mc~ -blaming no one but yourselves, earing f oi every 
one but youi'selves, sacrilicing nothing but yoursolvos, 
and all this witliout hope of fame or rcAvard, or di earn of 
appeasing tlio wrath of any god or goddess, l)Ut simply 
because yon thought it right, . When I saw tliat, 
sir, and moio which I have soon ; and when, reading 
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m this book here, I found most unexpectedly those 
very grand moral rules winch you were practising, 
seeming to spring unconsciously, as natural icsults, 
from the great thoughts, true or false, winch had pio- 
ceded them, then, sir, I began to suspect that the creed 
which could produce such deeds as I have watched 
withm the last few days, might have on its side not 
merely a shght preponderance of piobabilitias, hut 
what we Jews used once to coll, when we bobeved in 
it — or in anythmg — the mighty poAver of God.” 

And as he spoke, he looked into the Prcfcct^s face 
with the look of a man wresthng in some tleudly 
struggle , so intense and teinblo was tho eaniostnoas 
of his eye, that oven the old soldier shiaiik before it 

“And therefore,” ho went on, “therefore, sir, be- 
ware of your own actions, and of youi Uiildicu’H. If, 
by any folly or baseness, such as I liavo seen in evciy 
human being whom I over mot as yet upon thin ac- 
cursed stage of fools, you shall crush niy new-buddini; 
hope that there is somotliuig soiuowliero Avhi<'h Avill 
make mo what I know that I ought to bo, and can la* 
— If you shall cnish that, I say, l)y any misdoing of 
youi-s, you had better have been tho mmderor of my 
firstborn , Avith such a hate — a hate Avhich Jews alone 
can feel — will I hate you and youis.” 

“God help us and strengthou us I” said tli<» old 
warrior in a tone of noblo humility. 

“And noAv,” said Itaphaol, glad to change tho Huh< 
joct, after tins unAVontod outburst, “avo must omjo 
more senously consider whether it is Aviso to hold ou 
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our present course If you retuiii to Caitliage, oi to 

Hippo ” 

“ I shall bo beheaded ” 

“Most assuredly- And how much soever you may 
consider such an event a gain to youiself, yet for tlio 

sake of your son and youi daughter 

“My dear sn,” inteiTuptod the Prefect, “you mean 
kindly But do not, do not tempt me By the 
Count’s side I have fought for thirty yeais, and by his 
side I will die, as I deserve,” 

“ Victonus » Victoria oned Eaphael , “help me 1 
Your father,” he went on, as they came out from the 
tent, “is still decided on losing his oivn head, and 
thiowing away ours, by going to Cartilage ” 

“For my sake — foi oimsiikes — ^fathoi 1” cned Vic- 
toria, clinging to liiin, 

“And for my sake, also, most oxcollont sir,” said 
Raphael, smiling quietly “ I have no wish to be so 
uncomteous as to urge any help which I may have 
seemed to afford you, But I liopc that you will re- 
collect that I have a life to lose, and that it is hai'dly 
fair of you to imperjl it as you intend to do If you 
could help or save Heraclian, I should bo dumb at 
once. But now, for u more point of honoiu to destroy 
fifty good soldioi’s, who know not tlioir light hands 
iioni their loft — Shull I ask their opinion ?” 

“Will you raise a mutiny agamst mo, ski” asked 
the old man, sternly 

“Why not mutiny against Pliihp drunk, in behalf 
of Iduhp sober? But leally, I will obey you , , • 



10 


A STBAY GLEAM 


only you must obey us What is Hesiod’s defini- 
tion of the man who wiU neither counsel himself nor 
be counselled by his f nends ? Have you no trusty 

acquamtances in Cyrenaaca, for instance 
The Prefect was silent 

“ Oh, hear us, my father I Why not go to Euodius? 
He IS your old comrade — a well-wisher, too, to this 
this expedition . And recollect, Augustine 
must he there now He was about to sail for Boienice, 
m order to consult Synesius and the Pentapohtan 
bishops, when we left Carthago ” 

And at the name of Augustme the old man paused, 
*‘Augustme will be tlieie, ti*uo. And this our 
friend must meet him. And thus at least I should 
have his advice If he thinks it my duty to retiun 
to Carthage, I can but do so, after all But the 
soldiers 1” 

“Excellent sii,” said Eaphael, “Synosiiis and the 
Pentapohtan landlords — who can hardly call thou 
hves their own, thanks to the Moors — ^will be glad 
enough to feed and pay them, or any other biavo 
fellows with aims in tliem hands, at tins luoment 
And my friend Victonus, hero, will enjoy, I do not 
doubt, a httle wild campaigning agomst inaiaudiug 
blackamoors ” 

Tlie old man liowed silently. The bal,tlo was won 
The young tribune, who had boon watching his 
father’s face with the most intense anxiety, caught at 
the gesture, and hurrying forward, announced the 
change of plan to the soldiery. It was greeted with 
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a shout of 307, and in anotlioi five minutes the sails 
woie about, the rudder shifted, and the ship on lier 
way to'vvaid the westein point of Sicily, before a steady 
north-west breeza 

‘‘Ah 1” cned Victoria, delighted “And now you 
will see Augustine * You must pionnso mo to talk 
to him 1” 

“ This, at least, I will promise, that whatsocvei the 
groat sophist shall be pleased to say, sliall moot with 
a patient hoaiing from a brother sojiliist Do not ho 
angry at tho tonn Kocolloct that I iini somewhat 
tiled, hko my ancestor Solomon, of wisdom and ■viase 
men, having found it only too hko madness and foll^/. 
And you cannot smely expect mo to bohovo m man, 
while I do not yet holievo in Oodf' 

Victoria sighed “ [ wall not behove jou "Wliy 
always jjiotend to bo worn) than you aio?” 

“Tliat kind souls hko you may bo spaicd the pain 
of finding mo womo than I seem TIioio, lot uh 
say no 111010 ^ except that 1 lieartily wish that you 
wouhl luito mo!” 

“Shallltiyl” 

“That must bo my work, I fear, not youm How- 
ovor, I sliall give you good cause enough before long, 
doubt it not” 

Victoria sighod again, and lotned into tho tent to 
mirao tho sick 

“And now, sii,” said tho Ibofect, tuming to 
Raphael and his son ; “ do not mistake ina I may 
have been weak, as worn-out and hopeless men are 
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wont to be , but do not think of me as one who has 
yielded to adversity in feax for his own safety As 
God hears me, I desire nothing better than to die^ and 
I only turn out of my course on the understandmg 
that if Augustine so advise, my children hold me free 
to return to Carthage and meet my fate. All I pi ay 
for IS, that my life may be spared until I can place 
my dear child m the safe shelter of a nunnery ” 

“A nunnery?” 

“ Yes, mdeed , I have intended ever since her birth 
to dedicate her to the service of God And m such 
times as these, what better lot for a defenceless 
girl?” 

“Pardon me said Eaphael, “but I am too dull 
to comprehend what benefit or pleasure youi Deity 
will derive from the cehbacy of your daughter . , 
Except, mdeed, on one supposition, which, as I have 
some famt remnants of reverence and decency le- 
awakenmg m me just now, I must leave to bo uttered 
only by the pure bps of sexless pnosts.” 

“You forget, sir, that you are spoabng to a Chris- 
tian.” 

“ I assure you, no 1 I had coitainly liocn foi getting 
it till the last two mmutes, in your veiy pleasant and 
rational society There is no danger honcofoith of 
my makmg so silly a mistake.” 

“Sir!” said the Prefect, leddomng at the undis- 
gmsed contempt of Eaphaers manner . “Wlion 
you know a httlo more of St. Paul's Epistles, you will 
cease to insult the opinions and feelings of those who 
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obey them, by sacrificing their moat precious treasures 
to God” 

Oh, it IS Paul of Tarsus, then, who gives you the 
advice 1 I thank you for inf onmng me of the fact , 
foi it will save me the trouble of arty future study of 
his works Allow me, therefore, to return by your 
hands this manusenpt of his with many thanks from 
me to that daughter of yours, by whose pei^ietual im- 
ptisonmont you intend to give pleasure to your Deity 
Honcofoith the less communication wbeh passes be- 
tween mo and any membei of your family, the better ” 
And lie turned away 

But, my dear sir !” said the honest soldier, really 
oliagnncd, “ you must not 1 — ^we owe you too much, 
and lovo you too well to part thus for the caprice of a 
momont. If any word of nuno has offended you — ^for- 
get it, an<l forgive mo, I beseech you 1” and he caught 
both Eaphaors hands in his own. 

^‘My very dear sir,” answered the Jew, quietly ^ 
<‘lot mo ask Hie same forgiveness of you, and behevo 
mo, foi the sake of past pleasant passages, I shall not 
forgot my promise about the mortgage . But — 
lioro wo must part. To tell you the truth, I half an 
liour ago was fearfully near becoming neither more 
nor loss than a Ohnstian. I had actually deluded 
myself mto the fancy that the Deity of the Galileans 
might be, after all, the God of our old Hebrew fore- 
fathers — of Adam and Eve, of Abraham and David, 
and of the rest who beheved that children and the 
fruit of the womb were an hontage and gift which 
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Cometh of the Lord — and that Paul was right— actually 
right — his theory that the church was the develop- 
ment and fulfilment of our old national polity 
I must thank you for opening my eyes to a mistake 
which, had I not been besotted for the moment, every 
monk and nun would have contradicted by the mere 
fact of their existence, and reserve my nascent faith 
for some Deity who takes no dehght in seeing lus 
creatures stultify the pnmary laws of their being 
Farewell 1” 

And while the Prefect stood petnfied with astonish- 
ment, he retued to the furthei extremity of the deck, 
muttermg to himself — 

“ Did I not know all along that tins gleam was too 
sudden and too bnght to last ? Did I not know that 
he, too, would prove himself hko all tho rest — an 
ass'? Fool J to have looked for common sense on 
such an earth as this I Back to chaos again, 
Raphael Aben-Ezra^ and spin lopes of sand to tho 
end of the farce 1” 

And mixmg with tho soldiers, ho oxchangod no 
word with the Prefect and lus cliildren, till tlioy 
reached the port of Boremce , and then putting tho 
necklace mto Victorians hands, vanished among tho 
crowds upon the quay, no one knew wluthor. 
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TIIE PREFECT TESTED 

When wo lost sight of Philaminon, hia destiny had 
liuilod him onco more among lus old fnends tho 
Goths, 111 search of two important elements of human 
comfort^ fiecdom and a sister The fonnor he found 
at onco, in a huge hall whore sundry Goths wore 
lounging and toping, into the noaiest comer of wluch 
ho slnank, aii<l stood, 1ns lato tonoi and rage foigotton 
altogether in the one now and absoilnng thought — 
Ills fiistoi might bo in tliat house 1 , and yielding 
to so sweet a <Iieain, ho began fancying to himself 
which of all those gay muidons slio iniglit bo who had 
become in one moment more dear, more gi^eat to him, 
than all things else m heaven or earth Tliat fair- 
hailed, rounded Italian? That fierce, luscious, aquihno- 
fac(4d Jewess? That delicate, &wai*t, sidelong- eyed 
Uopt? No. She was Athenian, like Inmsolt That 
tall, IjiEy Greek gul, then, fiom beneath whoso sleepy 
lids ilashod, onco an Ixour, sudden hghtnmgs, revealing 
depths of thought and feeling uncultivated, pci haps 
even unsuspected, by thou possessor ? Her ? Or that, 
her soeinmg Bister ? Oi tho next? , . . Or — ^Wasit 
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Pelagia herself, most beautiful and most sinful of them 
all? Fearful thought* Ho blushed scarlet at the 
bare imagination yet why, in his secret lioaiii, was 
that the most pleasant hyiiothesis of thorn all ? And 
suddenly flashed acioss him that observation of one 
of the girls on boaid the boat, on his likeness to 
Pelagia. Strange, that ho had never recollected it 
befoio * It must bo so 1 and yet on what a slondei 
tliread, woven of scattered hints and auimises, did 
that “ must ” depend ! He would bo sane * lie 
would wait^ ho would lia\o pLitionco Patience, 
^vlth a sistoi yet unfoimd, peihajis peiisluiig? Im- 
possible ! 

Suddenly tho tram of his thoughts was changed 
perforce — 

“ Como 1 come and see ! There’s a fight m tho 
streets,” called one of the diunscls down the stairs, 
at the highest pitch of her voice 

“ I shan’t go,” yawned a huge fellow, who was lying 
on his back on a sofa. 

‘^Oh come up, my heio,” said one of tho girk 
‘‘ Such a charaiing not, and tlie Prcfo< t liiniself m tlio 
middle of it 1 Wo liavo not had such a one in tho 
street this month ” 

‘‘The pnnces won’t let mo knock any of these 
donkey-ridel’s on tho head, and seeing other jKifiplo 
do it only makes me onvioua Give me tlio wine-jug 
— curse tho girl 1 she has nm upstairs I” 

The shouting and trampling came nearer, luid 
in another minute Wnlf came rapidly downstairs, 
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tluoiigli the hall into the harom-court^ and into the 
piosenco of the Amal 

“ I^nnce — here is a chance for us. These rascally 
Gieoks aie miudenng their Prefect under our very 
windows ” 

“ TJio lying cur i Serve him nght for cheatmg us 
IIo has plenty of guards. Why can't the fool take 
caio of liiiasolf f* 

** They have all run away, and I saw some of them 
liiding among the mob As I hve, the man will be 
killed m five minutes more ” 

“Why notr 

“ Why should he, when we can save him and wm 
Ills favour for ovoi ? Tlio men’s fingers are itebmg 
for a fight , it’s a bad plan not to give hounds blood 
now and then, or they lose the knack of hunting ” 

“ W^oll, it wouldn’t take five minutes ” 

“And hoioos should show that they can forgive 
wlien an onoiny is in distiess ” 

“ Veiy tiuc I Liko an Amol too I” And the Amal 
sprang up and shouted to his men to follow him. 

“ Good-bye, my pretty ono Why, Wulf,” cned 
ho, as ho biu*h.t out mto the court, “here’s our monk 
again 1 Ily Odin, you’re welcome, my handsome boy » 
come along and fight too, young follow ^ what were 
those aims given you forf’ 

“ He IS my man,” said Wulf, laying his hand on 
rialainmon’s sliouldor, “and blood he shall taste” 
And out tho tliroo burned, Philammon, in his present 
reckless mood, ready for anything 

von II ^ 
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'‘Bring your wlups. Never mind swoirls Those 
rascals are not woith it,” shouted the Amal, as lio 
hurried down the passage brandislung his hQavy 
thong, some ten feet in lengtli, thiw the gate ojien, 
and the next moment recoiled fioin a dense ciush of 
people who surged m — and surged out again as rapidly 
as the Goth, with the combined force of his weight 
and arm, hewed his way straight through them, felling 
a wretch at every blow, and followed up by his tciiiblo 
compamons 

Tliey weie but just m tima The four white blood- 
horses were plunging and lolhng over each other, ami 
Orestes reeling in his clianot^ with a stream (»f bloo<l 
running down his face, and the hands of twenty wiM 
monks clutclung at him “Monks again!” thought 
Philaramon, and as he saw among them moie than 
one hateful face, which ho recollected m Cyiirs couit- 
yard on that fatal night* a flush of fierce revenge lan 
thiough Inm. 

“ Mercy shrieked the miserable Prefect-— “ I am 
a Clinstian » I swear that I am a Cliilstian I the 
Bishop Atticus baptissod me at Constautmoplo 1” 
“Down -with the Imtcher I down with the heathen 
tyrant, who refuses the adjuration on the Gf>spels 
rather than be reconciled to tho patiiareh I Toai him 
out of tho chariot I” yelled tho monks 

“Tho oiavon hound said tho Amal, stop])iiig 
short, “ I won't help liim !” But m lui instant Wulf 
rushed forward, and struck right and loft i tho monks 
recoiled, and Plulammon, bunung to prevent so Tshanie- 
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fill a scandal to tho faitli to wliich he still climg con- 
vulsively, spiang into tho chaiiot and caught Orestes 
m his ainifa 

‘‘You aie safe, my lord, don^t struggle,” whis- 
pered ho, while the monks flew on him A stone or 
two struck Inin, but they only qiuclccnod lus detei- 
ininution, and m anothoi moment tho wlustlmg of the 
wlui)S round his head, and tho yell and backwaid 
rubli of the monks, told him that he was safe. Ho 
earned his huulcii safely mtliin the doorway of 
Pelagia’s liouse, mto the ciowd of peeping and slniek- 
irig damsels, whole twenty pau’ of the piottiest hands 
m Ale\tin(lria seized on Orestes, and drew him into 
tho (‘omt. 

“Like a second Hylas, earned ofl by the nymphs 1” 
snnpeied ho, as lie vanished mto tho harem, to 
roapiicai in live minutes, lus head bound up with silk 
handkei chiefs, and with as much of his usual impu- 
dence as ho could muster 

“ Yoiu Evccllency — heroes all — I am your devoted 
slave. I owe you hfo itself; and more, tho valour 
of youi succour is only suipusaed by the dohcious- 
ness of your cuio I would gladly undergo a second 
wound to enjoy a second time the services of such 
hands, and to see such feet busying themsolvos on my 
behalf.” 

You wouldn’t have said that five minutes ago,” 
(piotli the Aiual, looldiig at him very much as a bear 
nught at a monkey. 

“Never mind tholiands and feet, old fellow, they 
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are none of yours bluntly observed a voice from 
behind, probably Smid’s, and a laugh ensued. 

“ My saviours, my brothers 1” said Orestes, pohtel} 
ignormg the laughter “ How can I repay you ^ Is 
there anything m which my office here enables me 
I will not say to reward, for that would bo a term 
beneath your digmty as free barbarians — ^but to gratify 
you?” 

“Give us three days’ pillage of the quarter’” 
shouted some one 

“All, true valour is apt to underrate obstacles, 
you forget youi small numbers.” 

“I say,” quoth the Amal, “I say, take care, Pie- 
fect. — If you mean to tell me that we forty couldn’t 
cut aU the thioats m Alexandna m thiee days, and 
yours into the bargain, and keep your soldiers at bay 
all the time ” 

“Half of them would ]om usi” cried some one 
“They are half our own flesh and blood after aU 1” 

“Pardon me, my friends, I do not doubt it a 
moment. I know enough of the world never to have 
found a sheep-dog yet who would not, on occasion, 
help to make away witli a little of the mutton which 
he guarded. Eh, my venerable sir 1” turning to Wulf, 
with a knowmg bow, 

Wuh chuckled grimly, and said somotlnng to the 
Amal in German about being civil to guests. 

“You will pardon me, my heroic friends,” said 
Orestes, “ but, with your kind permission, I will ob- 
seiwe that I am somewhat famt and distohod by late 



TTTE PREFECT TESTED 


21 


occuiTonceg. To tresi)ass on your ho&pitality fuiiilior 
would l 30 an impeitmence If, tlioiefoie, I might 
send a slave to find some of my appantors ” 

“ No, by all the gods 1” loared the Atnal , ‘‘you’re 
my guest now — my lady’s at least And no one ever 
wont out of my house sober yet if I could help it 
Sot the cooks to woik, my men ! The Prefect shall 
feast with us like an emperor, tind we’ll send him home 
to-night as diunk as ho can "wish Come along, your 
Excellency^ we’re rough fellows, wc Goths, but by 
the Valkyrs, no one can say that we neglect our 
guests 1” 

“It IS a sweet compulsion,” said Oiostes, as he 
went in 

“ Stop, by the by I Didn’t one of you men catch 
a monk 

“Hero ho is, piinco, with his elbows safe behind 
him ” And a taU, haggaul, half-niikod monk was 
drugged forwaid, 

“Oaintal* bring him in. His Excellency shall 
judge him while diniioi’s cooking, and Smid sliall 
Iiavo the hanging of hznu He hurt nobody in the 
scuffle , ho was thinking of Ins dinner ” 

‘SSonie rascal bit a piece out of niy log, and I 
tumble<l <lown,” grumblod Sinid 

“Well, pay out this fellow for it, then Bung a 
chair, kIiivob' Hero, youx* Highness, sit thoie and 
judge.” 

“Two ohah^l”said somooue, “thoAinal shan’t 
stoid, befoio the emperor liimself ” 
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“By all means, my dear fnends. The Amal and 
I will act as the two Caesars, with divided ompu’e 
I preamne we shall have httle difference of opiruon as 
to the hanging of this worthy 
“Hangmg’s too quick for him,” 

“Just what I was about to remark — ^there are cer- 
tain judicial formahtiea, considered generally to bo 
conducive to the stabihty, if not necessary to the ex- 
istence, of the Eoman empire ” 

“I say, don’t talk so much,” shouted a Goth, “ If 
you want to have tlie hanging of him yourself, do. 
We thought we would save you trouble.” 

“Ah, my excellent fnend, would you rob me of 
the dehcate pleasure of revenged I intend to spend 
at least four hours to-morrow m killing this pious 
martyr He will have a good tune to thmk, between 
the beginmng and the end of the rack.” 

“Do you hear that^ master monk?” said Smid, 
chuckmg him under the chin, while the rest of the 
party seemed to think the whole business an excollont 
joke, and divided their ndiculo openly enough be- 
tween the Prefect and his victun. 

“ The man of blood has said it I am a martyr,” 
answered the monk, m a dogged voice 

“You will take a good deal of time m becoming 
one ” 

“Death may be long, but glory is everlasting ” 

“ True I forgot that, and will save you the said 
glory, if I can help it, for a year or two Wlio was 
it struck me with the stone?” 
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No answer 

“Toll ine, and tlie moment he is in my lictors' 
hands I paidon you freely ” 

Tho monk laughed ‘‘Pardon Pai don me otomal 
hliss, and tho thmgs im6peak<able, which God has pre- 
piucd for those who love him ? Tyiant and hutcher * 
I Htiuck thee, thou second Dioelcsian — I hurled tho 
stone — Ammomua Would to heaven that it had 
smitten thco through, thou Sisern, hko tho nail of 
Jael the Koiiito 1” 

“Thanks, my friend Heroes, you have a cellar 
ha* nionlifl as well as for wine? I will trouble you 
with this hero’s psalm-singing tO'-night, and send my 
upparitois for ium in tho morning ” 

“ H ho liegins howling when wc are in bed, youi 
men wem’t find much of him loft in tho morning,” said 
tin* Anial “But lieio come tho slaves, announcing 
dinner ” 

“iSUiy,” said Orestes, “thoro is ono mure with 
whom I have an account to settle — ^that young pliilo- 
hoplier thera” 

“ Oil, ho is coimiig in, too. IIo nover Avas drunk 
in his hfo, Fll warrant, poor fellow, and it’s high time 
for him to bogia” And the Ainal laid a good-natured 
bear’s paw on Philammon’s shoulder, who hung back 
in perplexity, and cast a piteous look toAvaids Wiilf 

Wulf answered it by a sholco of the head, which 
gave lliilammon courage to starmnor out a courteous 
refusal Tho Amal swore an oath at him winch made 
tho cloister ring ogam, and with a quiet shove of Ins 
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heavy hand, sent him staggermg half across Hio com t 
but Wulf intei^posed. 

“The boy is mine, pnnca He is no drunlcard, 
and I win. not let him become one Would to heaven,” 
added he, under his breath, “ tliat I could say the same 
to some others. Send us out our supper hero, when 
you are done. Half a sheep or so will do between us , 
and enough of the strongest to wash it down with 
Smid knows my quantity ” 

“Why in heaven's name are you not coming 
in?” 

“That mob will be trying to burst the gates again 
before two hours are out, and some one must 
stand sentry, it may as well be a man who will not 
have his ears stopped up by wine and women's lasses. 
The boy will stay with me ” 

So the party went m, leavmg Wulf and Philammon 
alone m the outer hall 

Theie the two sat for some half-hour, easting 
stealthy glances at each other, and wondering, peihaps, 
each of them vainly enough, what was gomg on m 
the opposite brain. Philammon, though hia heart 
was full of his sister, could not help notiomg the an 
of deep sadness which hung about the scaiTecl and 
weather-beaten features of the old wamor The gnm- 
ness which he had remarked on tliem first meeting 
seemed to be now changed mto a settled melancholy 
Tlie fiuTOwa round his mouth and eyes had become 
deeper and sharper Some peiq)0tual indignation 
seemed smouldermg in the knitted brow and protnul- 
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mg upper lip He sat there Bilent and motionless for 
some half-hour, his chm resting on hia hands, and 
they ogam upon the butt of his axe, apparently m 
deep thought, and hstenmg with a silent sneer at the 
chnkmg of glasses and dishes witlun. 

Philaminon felt too much respect both for his age, 
and lus stately sadness, to break the silence At last 
some louder burst of merriment than usual aioused 
him, 

“What do you call that?” said he, speaking in 
Greek 

“ Polly and vanity ” 

“And what does she there — the Alruna — the 
prophot-woman, call it?” 

“Whom do you mean?” 

“ Why, die Greek woman whom we went to hear 
talk tins mommg ” 

“PoUy and vanity ” 

“Why can't she cure that Eoman hairdresser tliere 
of it, then?” 

Philammon was silent — “Why not, indeed 

“Do you think she could cure any one of it ?” 

“Of what?” 

“Of getting drunk, and wasting their strength and 
their fame, and their hard-won treasures upon eating 
and dnnlang, and fine clothes, and bad women ” 

“ She IS most pure herself, and she preaches purity 
to all who hear hei ” 

“ Curse preaching I have preached for these four 
mondia” 
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“ Perhaps she may have some more argu- 
ments — ^peihaps ” 

“ I know Such a beautiful bit of flcsli and blood 
as she is might get a lieaimg, when a grizzled old 
head-splitter like mo was called a dotaid Eh? Well. 
Ws natmal ” 

A long silence 

“ She IS a giand woman I never saw such a one, 
and I have seen many Tlioio was a piopliotess once, 
lived in an island m the Wcser-stieam — and when a 
man saw her, oven liefoio she spoke a word, oruj 
longed to crawl to her foot on all foul’s, ami say, 
‘ Tliore, tread on me , I am not fit for you to wipe 
yoiu* feet iipon^ And many a waiiior did it . 
Perhaps I may have done it mysolf, befoie now 
And this one is strangely like her She would nialv<* 
a pnneo’s wife, now ” 

Philammon staited What new feeling was li, 
which made him indignant at tho notion ? 

“Beauty? Wliat^s ho<ly witliout soul* What*H 
boauty without wisdom? What’s l)oauty without 
chastity? Beast ! fool ! wallowing m tho mire winch 
ovoi’y hog lias fouled 1” 

“Like a jewel of gold in a swine’s snont, so is a 
fair woman who la without disciotion.” 

“Who said that?” 

“Solomon, tho king of Israel ” 

“I never hoard of him. But ho was a light Saga- 
man, whoever said it, And sho is a imr<^ maiden, 
that other one ?” 
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“ Spotless as tlio ” — ^blessed Virgin, Philammon was 
gonif^ to say — but checked himself There were sad 
locollections about the words 

AViilf sat silent foi a few minutes, while Philam- 
nion’s thoughts loveitod at once to the new purpose 
for which alone hfo seemed worth having To 
find his Ristor I That one thought had in a few hours 
cliaiigc<l and inaturcfl the looy into the man Hither- 
to ho liafl boon only the leaf before the wind, the 
I)nppot of ovoiy now impiossion, but now cucum- 
slauco, which had boon leading him along ui such soft 
fottoiH for many a month, was become his deadly foe, 
and all his energy and cimning, all his httle knowledge 
of man and of society, rose up stui’dily and slirewdly 
to iight m this now ctuiso Wulf was now no longer a 
plunurtuonon to bo wondered at, but an instrument to 
bo ih(m 1 The bi{)kcn hints which ho had just given 
of discontent with Pobigia’s presence mspnod the hoy 
with Muddou hoiio, and cautiously ho began to hint at 
the ovmicnco of ]>oi‘HonB who would he glad to remove 
hvi\ Wulf caught at the notion, and icphed to it 
with Mimrehing questiona, till Philammon, finding plam 
siuuiking the better jiait of cunning, told him ojienly 
the whole events uf tho morning, and the mystery 
which Arsonius had half revealed, and then shuddered 
with mingled joy and horror, as Wulf, after rummat- 
ing over tho matter for a weary five minutes, made 
answer — 

“And w'hat if Pelagia herself wore your sistoi 

Idnlaimnon was bursting fortJi in some passionate 
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answer, when the old man stopped him, and went on 
slowly, looking him through and through — 

“Because, when a penniless young monk claims 
km with a woman who is dnnlang out of the \vme- 
cups of the CsBsars, and filling a place foi a shai*o of 
which kmgs’ daughters have been thanldul — and will 
be again before long — ^why then, though an old man 
may be too good-natured to call it all a ho at first 
sight, he can^t help supposing that the young monk 
has an eye to his own personal iirofit, eh 

“My profit?” ciied poor Philammon, starting up 
“Good God • what object on earth can I have, but to 
rescue her from this infamy to pmity and holmoss ?” 
He had touched the wrong chord. 

“ Infamy ? you accursed Egyptian slave 1” cnod tho 
Prmce, startmg up m his turn, red with passion, and 
clutching at the whip which hung over his head 
“Infamy? As if she, and you too, ought not to con- 
sider yourselves blest m her being allowed to wash 
the feet of an Amal 

“Oh, forgive me«” said Philammon, toiiifiod at 
the fruits of his own clumsiness “But you foigot 
—you forget, she is not maniod to him 

“Mamed to him? A fioedwoman? No, thank 
Preya I he has not fallen as low as that^ at least and 
never shall, if I kill the witch with my own hands. 
Afreedwomanl” 

Poor Philammon ! And lie had been told but that 
mormng that he was a slave. Ho hid his face in liiH 
hands, and burst mto an agony of tears 
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“ Come, come,” said the testy wamor, softened at 
onca “Woman's tears don't matter, but somehow 
I never could boar to mahe a man cry When you 
aio cool, and have loamt common courtesy, we'll talk 
inoro about this So I Hush , enough is enough. 
TI(‘io coinos tlie supper, and I am as hungry as 
Lolce ” 

And he commenced devouring hko his namesalce, 
“tho gioy boast of tlio wood,” and forcing, in his 
itiugh hospitable way, Philammon to devour also, 
much against his will and stomach 

“There I fed happier now^” quoth W^df, at 
last, “Tliore is nothing to bo done m this accursed 
place but to eat I get no fighting, no hunting I 
luiia woineii as they hate mo I don't know anything, 
indeed, that I don't hate, except eatmg and singmg 
And now, what with those girls' vile unmanly harps 
and ilutos, no one cores to listen to a true ratthng 
war-song. There they are at it now, with then 
Ciittiirwauliug, squealing all together like a set of 
stallings on a foggy morning 1 Wo'll have a song, 
tiH», to tln)wn the noise ” And he burst out with a 
Wild ii<'h melody, acting, in uncouth gestures and a 
HupprcHHcd tone of voice, the scone which the woids 
tli*scnbed - 

All oik looked out of the pmo forest , 

He Huuirod up ottsi, ho anuifed down west, 

Stealthy and still 

lIiH iJitino and his horns woro heavy with snow , 

I laid niy aiTOW across my how, 

Stealthy and still 
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And then, quietening his voice, as his whole face 
blazed up into fierce excitement — 

The bow it rattled, the aiTow flow, 

It smote Ilia blade-bones tlirough aad through, 
HmTflJil 

I sprang at his throat like a wolf of the wood, 

And I wormed my hands in the smoking blood, 
Hurrah I 

And, With a shout that echoed and rang fiom wall to 
wall, and pealed away above the roofs, he leapt to Ins 
feet with a gesture and look of savage frenzy which 
made Philammon recoil But the passion was gone 
m an instant, and Wulf sat doTO again, chuckling to 
himself — 

“ There — that is something lilce a warrior’s song 
That makes the old blood spin along again! But 
this debauchmg furnace of a dimato I no man can 
keep his muscle, or lus courage, oi liis money, or any- 
thing else m it. May tlie gods curse the day whou 
first I saw it 

Philammon said nothing, but sat utterly aghast at 
an outbreak so unlike Wulf’s usual caustic rosorvo, 
and stately self-restraint, and shuddering at the 
thought that it might be an instance of that da3moniac 
possession to which these barbarians were supposed 
by Christians and by Neo-Platomsts to bo peculiarly 
subject But tlie horror was not yet at its height; 
for m another mmute the doors of tlic women’s court 
flew open, and, attracted by Wulf’s shout, out pourotl 
the whole Bacchaualian crew, witli Orestes, crowned 
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With flowers, and led hy tlie Amal and Pelagia, reeling 
in the inulst, Avine-ciip m hand 

“Theie is my philosopher, my preserver, my patron 
saint I” hicciiped he ‘‘Bring him to my arms, that 
I may euciiclo his lovely neck with pearls of India, 
and haibanc gold T’ 

“For God’s sake let me escape >” whispered he to 
Wnlf, as the rout lushed upon him Wulf opened 
the door iii an instant, and he dashed through it. As 
ho woiit^ the old man held out his hand — 

“Como and soo mo agam, boy! Me only The 
old wanior will not hurt you 1” 

Theie was a kindly tone in the voice, a kmdly 
hght m the eye, which made Philammon promise to 
olioy Ho glanced ono look back through the gateway 
as ho lied, and just saw a wild whirl of Goths and 
girls, spinning madly round the court in the world-old 
ToiitoiiKJ waltz j while, lugli above tlioir heads, m the 
uplifted aims of the mighty Amal, was tossing the 
hcautiful iignio of Pelagia, tearing tlie garland from 
her floating luiar to pelt tlie dancers with its roses 
Ajid that might bo his mstor ' He hid his face and 
lied, .and the gate shut out tho revellers from his eyes, 
and it 18 high time that it should shut them out from 
oms also. 

Some four horn's more had passed The revellers 
wore sleeping off thoir wine, and the moon shinmg 
bright and cold across the court, when Wulf came out, 
carrying a heavy jar of wme, followed by Smid, a 
goblet 111 each hand 



32 


THE PREFECT TESTED 


‘‘Heie, comrade, out xnto the middle, to catch a 
breath of mglit-au Aio all the fools asleej) 

“ Every mother’s son of them Ah ! this is lofresh- 
ing after that room What a pity it is that all mon 
aie not bora with heads hko oms 

“ Veiy sad indeed,” said AVulf, fillmg Ins goblet. 

“ What a quantity of ploasuio they lose in this life • 
There they are, snoring like hogs. Now, you and I 
are good to finish this jar, at least ” 

“And another after it, if our talk is not ovoi by 
that time ” 

“ Why, are you going to liold a council oi wai 
“Tliat IS liB you take it. Now, look hoio, Smid. 
Whomsoever I cannot trast, I supi)ose I may trast 
you, oh 

“Well!” quotli Smid, siulily putting down his 
goblet, “ that is a strange question to ask of a man 
who has moiched, and hungoied, an<l pluudeied, anti 
conquered, and boon well beaten by your side for five- 
and-twonty yoais, through all lands between the AVescl 
anti Aloxandiia 

“I am glowing old, I sup})0SG, and so I suspoct 
ovory one But heaikcu to luo, for between wmc 
and ill-tomper out it must coma You saw that 
Alruna-woman 
“ Of course ” 

“Well?” 

“WclH” 

“ Why, dnl not you think she woiikl make a wife 
for any man V* 
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«WeU?” 

“And why not foi our Amal 
“That^s his concern as well as hers, and hors as 
well as ours.” 

“She? Ought she not to think herself only too 
much honoured by marrying a son of Ochn ? Is sho 
going to bo more dainty than Placicha 2 ” 

“What wa^ good enough for an emperor’s daughter 
must be good enough for her ” 

“Good enough'? And Adolf only a Balt, while 
Amaliic IS a full-blooded Amal — Odm’s son liy both 
sides'?” 

“I don’t know whether sho would undei’stand 
that.” 

“Then wo would malce her Why not cany her 
off, and marry her to the Amal whether sho chose or 
not*? Sho would bo well content enough with him m 
a week, I wiU warrant” 

But there is Pelagia in the way ” 

“ Put her out of tlio way, then ” 

“ Impossible.” 

“ It was this morning , a week hence it may not 
ba I hoaid a promise made to-mght which wull do 
it, if there bo the spint of a Goth loft in the pool 
besotted lad whom wo know of ” 

“Oh, ho IS all right at heart, never fear him, 
But what was the promise 

“I will not toll till it is claunocl I will not be the 
man to shame my own nation and tlio bhmd of the 
gods But if that drimken Piofoct recollects it— why 
VOIm IX. V 


II 
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let him recollect it And what is more, the monk- 
boy who was heio to-night ” 

“Ah, what a well-giown lad that is wasted !” 

“More than suspects — and if his story is time, I 
more than suspect too — that Pelagia is his sistoi ” 

“ His sister ' But what of that 

“He wants, of courso, to cairy her off, and make a 
nun of hen” 

“ You would not let him do such a thing to iho 
poor child 

“If folks got in my way, Sinid, they must go down. 
So much the worse for thorn but old Wiilf was never 
turned back yet by man or beast, and ho will not be 
now” 

“After all, it will servo tho hussy right But 
Amalric?” 

“ Out of sight, out of mind ” 

“ But they say tho Prefect moans to mari*y the gill ” 

“ Ho ? That scented ape She would not he micli 
a wi’ctch ” 

“But ho does intend , and she intends toe. It is 
the talk of tho wliolo town. Wo should have i.o put 
him out of tho way first ” 

“Why not? Easy onougli, and a good riddance 
for Alexandna. Yot if wc inado aw«ty witli linn we 
should bo forced to take tho (ity too, and I tioubt 
whothoi wo have hands onougli foi that” 

“ Tho guards might join us I will go down 
tho barracks and try thorn, if you chooso, tcvmorrow. 

I am boon-cuinjiaiiiou with a good many of thorn 
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already But, after all, Pnnce Wulf — of course you 
are always right , wo all inow that — ^but whatf s the 
nm of marrying this Hypaiia to the Amal?” 

‘‘Use?” said Wulf, smiting down his goblet on 
the pavement. “ TTso ? you purblind old hamster-rat, 
who tliinlc of nothing but filling your own cheek- 
pouches • — to give liim a wife worthy of a heio, as he 
IS, ni spite of all — a T-vife who will make him sober 
instead of dnink, wiao instead of a fool, daring instead 
of a sluggard— a wife who can command the rich 
people for us, and give us a hold here, which if once 
we get, lot us soo who will break it 1 Why, with 
those two ruling lu Alexandria, we might be masters 
of Afiica m tlirco months We’d send to Spain for 
tho Woiidols, to niovo on Carthago , we’d send up the 
Adiiatic for tho Longboards to land in Pentapohsj 
woM HWoe]> tho wliolo coast witliout losing a man, now 
ill iM ilraiiKwl of irot>x>ff by that fool Horachan’s Roman 
O'cix'clitifui , make tho Wondels and Longboards shake 
Imiulrt hero in Aloxundna , draw lots for their shares 
of tho ({oust , an<l then I ” 

“And thou wliat'?” 

“ Why, wlioii wo had settled Afnca, I would call 
out a crow of inckod lieroes, and sail away south for 
Asgtiul — IM try that Red Sea tins time — and see 
Odin face to ftuio, or die searching foi him.’’ 

“ Oh ! ” groaricil SiiiicL “And I suppose you would 
expert 1110 to conio too, instead of letting me stop 
ludfvvay, and Rottlo there among the dragons and 
olcx»luintiH. Well, woll, wise man oi’e like moorlands 
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—ride aa far as you will on the sound ground, you 
are sure to come upon a soft place at last However, 
I will go down to the guards to-morrow, if my head 
don’t acha” 

“And I will see the boy about Pelagia. Di*ink to 
our plot 1” 

And the two old iron-heads diank on, till the stais 
paled out, and the eastward shadows of the cloistei 
vanished in the blaze of dawn 



OHAPTEE XIX. 


JEWS AGAINST CHRISTIANS. 

The little i)ortcr, after having carried Arsenius’s 
message to Miriam, had run back in search of Phil- 
aminon and his foster-father ; and not finding them, 
ha<l spent the evening in such frantic rushings to and 
fro, as produced great doubts of his sanity among the 
people of the cpiarter. At last hunger sent him home 
to supper; at which meal he tried to find vent for 
his excited feelings in liis favourite employment of 
boiiting his wife. Whereon Miriam^s two Syrian 
slave-girls, attracted by her screams, came to the 
rescue, throw a pail of water over him, and turned 
him out of doors. He, nothing discomfited, likened 
himself smilingly to Socrates conquered by Xantippe ; 
and, philosophically yielding to circumstances, hopped 
about like a tamo magpie for a couple of hours at the 
entrance of the alley, pouring forth a stream of light 
raillery on the passers-by, which several times en- 
dangered his personal safety ; till at last Philammon, 
hurrying breathlessly home, rushed into his arms. 

** Hush ! Hither with me ! Your star still pros- 
pers. She calls for you.” 
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“ Miriam herself. Be secret as the grave. You she 
will see and speak with. The message of Arsenius 
she rejected in language which it is imnecessary for 
pliilosophic lips to repeat Come ; but give her good 
words — as are fit to an enchantress who can stay the 
stars in their courses, and command the spirits of the 
third heaven.” 

Philammon hurried home with Eudoemon. Little 
cared he now for Hypatia's warning against Miriam. 

, . . Was he not in search of a sister? 

“So, you wretch, you are back again 1” cried one 
of the girls, as they knocked at the outer door of 
Miriam's apartments. What do you mean by bring- 
ing young men here at this time of night?” 

“Better go down, and beg pardon of that poor 
wife of yours. She has been weeping and praying 
for you to her crucifix all the evening, you ungrateful 
little apel” 

“Female superstitions — but I forgive her, . . . 
Peace, barbarian women! I bring this youthful 
philosopher hither by your mistress's own appoint- 
ment.” 

“He must wait, then, in the ante-room. There is 
a gentleman with my mistress at present” 

So Philammon waited in a dark, dingy ante-room, 
luxuriously furnished with faded tapestry, and divans 
which lined the walls; and fretted and fidgeted, 
while the two girls watched him over their ombroidciy 
out of the comers of their eyes, and agreed that ho 



JEWS AGAINST CHBISTIANS. 


39 


was a very stupid person for showing no inclination 
to return their languishing glances. 

In the meanwhile, Miriam, within, was listening, 
%vith a smile of grim delight, to a swarthy and 
weather-beaten young Jew. 

I knew, mother in Israel, that all depended on 
my pace; and night and day I rode from Ostia 
toward Tarontum: but the messenger of the uncir- 
cumcised was better mounted than I; I therefore 
bribed a certain slave to lame his horse, and passed 
him by a whole stage on the second day. Neverthe- 
less, by night the Philistine had caught me up again, 
the evil angels helping him ; and my soul was mad 
within me.^’ 

** And what then, Jonadab Bar-Zebudah'l” 

I bethought mo of Ehud, and of Joab also, when 
he W'as pursued by Asahel, and considered much of 
the lawfulness of the deed, not being a man of blood. 
Nevertheless, wo wore together in the darkness, and 
I smote him,'’ 

Miriam clappod her hands. 

‘<Then iiutthig on his clothes, and taking his 
letters and credentials, as was but reasonable, I passed 
my self otf fur the messenger of the emperor, and so 
t'ode the rest of that journey at the expense of the 
luiatlum ; an<l I hereby return you the balance saved." 

Never mind the balance. Keep it, thou worthy 
mn of Jacob. What next?" 

“ When I came to Tarontum, I sailed in the galley 
which 1 had chartered from certain sea-robbers. 
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Valiant men they were, nevertheless, and kept true 
faith with me. For when we had come halfway, 
rowing with all our might, behold another galley 
coming in our wake and about to pass us by, which I 
knew for an Alexandrian, as did the captain also, 
who assured me that she had come from hence to 
Brundusium with letters from Orestes.” 

“Welir 

‘‘It seemed to me both base to be passed, and 
more base to waste all the expense wherewith you 
and our elders had charged themselves ; so I took 
counsel with the man of blood, offering him, over and 
above our bargain, two hundred gold pieces of my 
own, which please to pay to my account with Kabbi 
Ezekiel, who lives by the Watergate in Polusium. 
Then the pirates, taking counsel, agreed to run down 
the enemy ; for our galley was a shari)-boaked Libur- 
nian, while theirs was only a messenger trireme.” 

“And you did it*?” 

“ Else had I not been here. They wore delivered 
into our hands, so that wo struck them full in mid- 
longth, and they sank like Pharaoh and Ins host.” 

“So perish all the enemies of the nation!” cried 
Miriam “And now it is impossiUo, you say, for 
fresh nows to arrive for those ten days 

“ Impossible, the captain assured mo, owing to the 
rising of the wind, and the signs of southerly storm.” 

“Hero, take this letter for the Chief Ilabld, and 
the blessing of a mother in IsraoL Thou Inist played 
die man for thy people; and thou shalt go to the 



JEWS AGAINST CHRISTIANa 


41 


grave full of years and honours, 'vvith men-servants 
and maid -servants, gold and silver, children and 
children's children, with thy foot on the necks of 
heathens, and the blessing of Abraham, Isaac, and 
Jacob, to eat of the goose which is fattening in the 
desert, and the Leviathan which lieth in the great 
sea, to be meat for all tiaie Israelites at the last day.” 

And the Jew turned and went out, perhaps, in his 
simple fanaticism, the happiest man in Egypt at that 
luoment. 

Ho passed out through the ante-chamber, leering 
at tho slave-girls, an<l scowling at Philammon ; and 
the youth was ushered into tho presence of Miriam. 

Hho sat, coiled up like a snake, on a divan writing 
busily in a tablet upon her knees, ■while on the cushions 
beside her glittered splendid jewels, which she had 
been fingering over as a child might its toys. She 
did not look up for a few minutes ; and Philammon 
could not help, in spite of lus impatience, looking 
rouml the little room and contosting its dirty splen- 
dour, and heavy odour of wine, an<l food, and por- 
fumoH, with the sunny grace and cleanliness of Greek 
housoa Against tho wall stood presses and chests 
frotUul with fantastic Oriental carving; illuminated 
rolls of parchment lay in heaps in a comer ; a lamp 
of strange form hung from tho coiling, and shed a 
dim and lurid light upon an object which chilled 
tho youtlfs blood for a moment — a bracket against 
tho wall, on which, in a plate of gold, engraven with 
mystic signs, stood tlio mummy of an infant's head ; 
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one of those teraphim, from which, as Philammoii 
knew, the sorcerers of the East professed to evoke 
oracular responses. 

At last, she looked up, and spoke in a slu’ill, harsh 
voice. 

“Well, my fair boy, and what do you want with 
the poor old proscribed Jewess ? Have you coveted 
yet any of the pretty things which she has had the 
wit to make her slave-demons save from the Christian 
robbers 

Pliilammon’s tale was soon tobl. The old woman 
listened, watching him intently Avith her burning eye ; 
and then answered slowly — 

“ Well, and what if you are a slave 
“Am I one, then? Ami?” 

“ Of course you are, Arsenins spoke tnith* I saw 
him buy you at Kavenna, just fifteen yoara ago. 1 
bought your sister at the same tima She is two-and- 
twenty now. You were four years younger than her, 
I should say.” 

“ Oh heavens ! and you know my sister still S Is 
she Pelagia?” 

“ You were a pretty boy,” wont on the hag, appar- 
ently not hearing him. “ If I had thought you were 
going to grow up as beautiful and (is clever as you are, 
I would have bought you myself. The Ooths w<‘re 
just marching, and Arsenins gave only uigliteen goltl 
pieces for you — or twenty — I am growing old, and 
forget everytliing, I think. But there w<iuld have 
been the expense of your education, and your sister 
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cost me in training — oli what sums ? Not that she 
wtAB not worth the money — no, no, the darling 

And you know where she is ? Oh tell me — in 
the name of mercy, tell me 1” 

‘‘Why, then?” 

“ Why, then ? Have you not the heart of a human 
being in you ? Is she not my sister f ’ 

“ Well 1 You have done very well for fifteen years 
without your sister — why can you not do as well now? 
You don’t recollect her — ^you don’t love her.” 

“Not love her? I would die for her — die for you 
if you will but help me to see her 1” 

“ You would, would you ? And if I brought you 
to her, what then ? What if she were Pelagia herself, 
what then? She is happy enough now, and rich 
enough. Could you make her happier or richer?’’ 

“ Can you ask ? I must — I will — reclaim her from 
the infamy in which I am sure she lives.” 

“ Ah ha, sir monk I I expected as much. I know, 
none knows bettor, what those fine words mean. The 
burnt child dreads the fire : Init the burnt old woman 
quenches it, you will find. Now listen. I do not say 
that you shall not see her — I do not say that Pelagia 
herself is not the woman whom you seek — ^but — ^you 
arc in my power. Don’t frown and pout I can 
deliver you as a slave to Arsenius when I choose. 
One word from mo to Orestes, and you are in fetters 
as a fugitive.” 

“ I will CHcapo !” cried ho, fiercely. 

“Escape mo?” — She laughed, pointing to the 
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terapli — “ Me, who, if you fled beyond Kaf, or dived 
to the depths of the ocean, could make these dead lips 
confess where you were, and command demons to bear 
you back to mo upon their wings ! Escape me ! 
Better to obey me, and see your sister,” 

Philammon shuddered, and submitted. The spell 
of the woman’s eye, the terror of her words, which ho 
half believed, and the agony of longing, concpicrcd 
him, and he gasped out — 

“ I will obey you — only — only ” 

“Only you are not quite a man yet, but half a 
monk still, oh ? I must know that before I help you, 
my pretty boy. Are you a monk still, or a man f ’ 
“What do you mean?” 

“Ah, ha, ha!” laughed she, slirilly. “Ami these 
Christian dogs don’t know what a man means ? Arc 
you a monk, then ? leaving the man alone, as above 
your understanding.” 

“I? — I am a student of philosophy*” 

“But no man?” 

“ I am a man, 1 stq^posc.” 

“ I don’t ; if you had }m<m, you would have been 
making love like a man to that heathen woman many 
a njonth ago.” 

“ h-^-toher?” 

“Yes, l—to her !” said Miriam, coarsely imitating 
his tonej of shocked Immility. “ 1, tho poor penniless 
boy"S(;holar, to her, the great, rich, wise, worHhipi)e<! 
sin?- philosopher, who liohls the sacred keys of tho 
inner shrine of the east wind — and just because 1 am a 
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man, and the handsomest man in Alexandria, and she 
a woman, and the vainest woman in Alexandria, and 
therefore I am stronger than she, and can tvdst her 
round my finger, and bring her to her knees at my 
feet when I like, as soon as I open my eyes, and dis- 
cover that I am a man. Eh, boy? Did she ever teach 
you that among her mathematics and metaphysics, and 
gods and goddesses ?” 

Philammon stood blushing scarlet. The sweet 
poison had entered, and every vein glowed %vith it for 
the first time in his life. Miriam saw her advantage. 

‘‘There, there — don’t bo frightened at your new 
lesson. After all, I liked you from the first moment 
I saw you, and asked the teraph about you, and I got 
an answer — such an answer ! — You shall know it some 
day. At all events, it sot the poor old soft-hearted 
Jewess on throwing away her money. Did you over 
guess from whom youi’ monthly gold-piece cuiuef’ 

Philammon started, and Miriam burnt into loud, 
shrill laughter. 

“From Hypatia, TU warrant! From the fair 
Greek woman, of course— vain child that you are — 
never thinking of the poor old Jewess.’’ 

“And did you? did you?” gasped Philammon. 
“ Have I to thank you, then, for that strange gener- 
osity?” 

“ Not to thank mo, but to obey me ; for mind, I 
can prove your debt to me, every olml, and claim it 
if I choose. But don’t fear; I won’t he hard on you, 
just because you are in my power. I hate every one 
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who is not so. As soon as I have a hold on them, I 
begin to love them. Old folks, like children, are fond 
of their own playthings.” 

“ And I am yours, then said Philammon, fiercely. 

“You are indeed, my beautiful boy,” answered 
she, looking up with so insinuating a smile that he 
could not be angiy. “ After all, I know how to toss 
my balls gently — and for these forty years I have only 
lived to make young folks happy ; so you need not 
be afraid of the poor soft-hearted old woman. Now 
— you saved Orestes’s life yesterday.” 

“ How did you find out that?” 

“I? I know everything. I know what the 
swallows say when they pass each other on the wing, 
and what the fishes think of in the siuurnor sea. Yon, 
too, will bo able to guess some day, without the 
toraph’s help. Bui in tlie meantime you must enter 
Orestes’ service. Why?— What ai’o you hesitating 

about? Do you not know that you are high in liis 
favour ? lie will make you secretary — raise 
1)0 chamberlain sonic day, if you know how to make 
good use yemr fortune.” 

riiihunmon stood in astonished silence ; and at 
last-,— 

“ Servant to that man ? Wluit care I for him or 
his honours? Why do you bintalise mti thus? f 
have no wish on earth hut to sec my sister !” 

“ You will be far more likely to st^e her if you 
belong to the court of a great oflicjor— perhaps more 
than au officer— than if you remain a iHumiless monk 
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Not that I believe yoiL Yotir only 'wrish on earth, 
ehl I>D you not care, then, ever to sec the fair 
Hypatia again f ’ 

“I? Why should I not see her? Ami not her 
pupil 

“ She will ncyt have pupils much longer, my clhlA 
If you wish to hear her wisdom — and miu*h good may 
it do yon— you must go for it henccfortli somewhat 
nearer to Orestes’s palace tliaii the lecture “room is. 
Ah ! you start Have 1 found you an argument now ? 
No— ask no questions. I explain nothing to inonks. 
But take these letters; to-morrow morning at the 
third hour go to Orestes’s palace, and ask for his 
secretary, Ethan the Chaldee. Say Ixiklly that you 
bring important news of state ; and then follow your 
star j it is a fairer one than you fancy, (hq ! obey 
me, or you see !io sister.” 

I’hilammon himself trapped ; but, afinr all, 
what might not this strange waunan do for him? It 
soonied, if not his only path, still his nearest path to 
Belagia ; ami in the meanwhile he was in the hag’s 
pow(}r, and he must submit to his fate ; so he took 
the letters and wont out 

**And so you think that you are going to have 
her?” chuckled Miriam to horsolf, when Pliilaminon 
wont out *‘To make a j)onitont of her, eh ? - a nun, 
or a sho-hermit ; to set her to ai)poaHe your ( »o<l by 
crawling on all-fours among the mummies for twenty 
years, with a chain round lier neck and a dog at her 
auWe, fancying herself all the while the Juhle of tlie 
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Nazarenel And you think that old Miriam is going 
to give her up to yon for that? No, no, sir monk ! 
Better she were dead ! . . . Follow yonr dainty bait ! 
— ^follow it, as the donkey does the grass which his 
driver offers him, always an inch from his nose, . . . 
You in my power ! — and Orestes in my power ! . . . 
I must negotiate that new loan to-morrow, I suppose. 
... I shall never be paid. The dog will ruin me, 
after all ! How much is it, now? Let me see.” . . . 
And she began fumbling in her escritoire, over l^onds 
and notes of hand. shall never be paid: but 
power ! — to have power 1 To sec those heathen slaves 
and Christian hounds plotting and vapouring, and 
fancying themselves the masters of the world, and 
never dreaming that we are pulling the strings, and 
that they are our puppets 1 — ^we, the children of the 
promises — ^we. The Nation — ^we, the seed of Abraham 1 
Poor fools ! I could almost pity thorn, as 1 think of 
their faces when Messiah comes, and they find out who 
were the true lords of the world, after all ! ... Ho 
must be Emperor of the South, though, that Orestes ; 
ho must, though I have to lend him EaphaeFs jewels 
to make him so. For ho must marry the Greek 
woman. He shall. She hates him, of course. . . . 
So much the deeper revenge for mo. And she loves 
that monk I saw it in her eyes there in the garden* 
So much the better for mo, too. Ho will dangle 
willingly enough at Orestes's heels for the sake of 
being near her — poor fool 1 Wo will make hitii secre- 
tary, or chamberlain. Ho has wit enough for it, they 
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say, or for anything. So Orestes and he shall be the 
two jaws of my pincers, to squeeze what I want out 
of that Greek Jezebel . . . And then, then for the 
black agate 

Was the end of her speech a bathos 1 Perhaps 
not; for as she spoke the last word, she drew from 
her bosom, where it hung round her neck by a chain, 
a broken talisman, exactly similar to the one which 
she coveted so fiercely, and looked at it long and 
lovingly — kissed it — wept over it — spoke to it — 
fondled it in her arms as a mother would a child- 
murmured over it snatches of lullabies ; and her grim, 
withered features grow softer, purer, grander; and 
rose ennobled, for a moment, to their long-lost might- 
have-been, to that personal ideal which every soul 
brings with it into the world, which shines, dim and 
potential, in the face of every sleeping babe, before it 
has been scarred, and distorted, and encrusted in tlio 
long tragedy of life. Sorceress she was, jmndcr ami 
slave-tlealer, steeped to the lips in falsehood, ferocity, 
and avarice ; yet that paltry stone brought home to 
her some thought, true, spiritual, impalpable, un- 
luarketablo, before* which all her treasures and all her 
ambition were as worthless in her own eyes as they 
wore in the eyes of the angols of God. 

But little did Miriam think that at tho same 
moment a brawny, clownish monk was stamling in 
Cyrirs private chamber, aii<l imlulgcd with the special 
honour of a cup of good wine in the patriarch’s very 

VOL. IL E a 
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presence, was telling to him and Arsenins the follow- 
ing history : — 

^‘So I, finding that the Jews had chartered this 
pirate-ship, went to the master thereof, and finding 
favour in his eyes, hired myself to row therein, being 
sure, from what I had overheard from the Jews, that 
she was destined to bring the news to Alexandria as 
quickly as possible. Therefoi'o, fulfilling the work 
which his Holiness had intrusted to my incapacity, I 
embarked, and rowed continually among the rest; 
and being unskilled in such labour, received many 
curses and stripes in the cause of the Church — the 
which I trust are laid to my account hereafter. More- 
over, Satan entered into me, desiring to slay mo, and 
almost tore me asunder, so that I vomited much, and 
loathed all manner of meat. Nevertheless, I rowed 
on valiantly, being such as I am, vomiting continually, 
till the heathens were moved with wonder, and for- 
bore to beat me, giving me strong liquors in pity ; 
wherefore I rowed all the more valiantly day and 
night, trusting that by my unworthiness the cause of 
the Catholic Church might bo in some slight wise 
assisted.” * 

‘‘And so it is,” quoth Cyril. “Why do you not 
sit down, man ?” 

“Pardon me,” quoth the monk, with a piteous 
gesture ; “ of sitting as of all carnal pleasure* coineih 
satiety at the last.” 

“And now,” said Cyril, “what reward am 1 to 
give you for your good service 
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“ It is reward enough to know that I have clone 
good service. Nevertheless if the holy patriarch be 
so inclined without reason, there is an ancient Chris- 
tian, my mother according to the flesh ” 

Come to me to-morrow, and she shall be well seen 
to. And mind — look to it, if I make you not a deacon 
of the city, when I promote Peter.” 

The monk kissed his superior’s hand and withdrew. 
Cyril turned to Arsenins, betrayed for once into 
geniality by his delight, and smiting his thigh — 

‘‘We have beaten the heathen for once, chi” 
And then, in the usual artificial tone of an ecclesiastic 
— “ And what would my father recommend in further- 
ance of the advantage so mercifully thrown into our 
hand?” 

Arsenius was silent 

“I,” went on Cyril, “should bo inclined to 
announce the news this very night, in my sermon.” 

Arsenius shook his head. 

“Why not? why not?” asked Cyril impatiently. 

“Better to keep it secret till others toll it lie- 
served knowledge is always reserved strength j and if 
the man, as I hope ho does not, intends evil to the 
Church, let him commit himself before you use your 
knowledge against him. True, you may have a 
scruple of conscience as to the lawfulness of allow- 
ing a sir^ which you might prevent To me it 
seems that the sin lies in the will rather than in the 
deed, and that sometimes — I only say sometimes — 
it may be a means of saving the sinner to allow his 



52 


JEWS AGAINST CHRISTIANS. 


root of iniquity to bear fruit, and fill him with liis 
own devices.” 

Dangerous doctrine, my father.” 

‘‘Like all sound doctrine — a savour of life or of 
death, according as it is received. I have not said it 
to the multitude, but to a discerning brother. And 
oven politically speaking — let him commit himself, if 
he be really plotting rebellion, and then speak, and 
smite his Babel tower.” 

“ You think, then, that he does not know of Hera- 
clian^s defeat already 

“ If he does, he wall keep it secret from the people; 
and our chances of turning them suddenly will bo 
nearly the same.” 

“Good, After all, the existence of the Catholic 
Church in Alexandria depends on this struggle, and it 
is well to bo wary. Be it so. It is well for me that 
I have you for an adviser.” 

And thus Cyi’il, usually the most impatient and 
intractable of plotters, gave in, as wise men should, 
to a wiser man than himself, and made up his mind 
to keep the secret, and to command the monk to keep 
it also. 

Philammon, after a sleepless night, and a welcome 
visit to the public baths, which the Eornau tyranny, 
wiser in its generation than modern liberty, provided 
so liberally for its victims, set fortli to the Prefect’s 
palace, and gave his message ; but Orestes, who had 
boon of late astonishing the Alexandrian public by 
an unwonted display of alacrity, was already in the 
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adjoining Basilica Thither the youth -was conducted 
hy an apparitor, and led up the centre of the enormous 
hall, gorgeous with frescoes and coloui-od marbles, and 
surrounded by aisles and galleries, in which the inferior 
magistrates were hearing causes, and doing such justice 
as the complicated technicalities of Eoman law chose 
to mete out. Through a crowd of anxious loungers 
the youth passed to the apse of the upper end, in 
which tlie Prefect’s throne stood empty, and then 
turned into a side chamber, where he found Iiimself 
alone with the secretary, a portly Chaldee eunuch, 
with a sleek pale face, small 2ug’s eyes, and an enor- 
mous turban. The man of pen and pajjor took the 
letter, opened it with solemn deliberation, and then, 
springing to his feet, darted out of the room in most 
undignified haste, leaving Philammon to wait and 
wonder. In half an hour ho returned, his little eyes 
gi’owing big Tvith some great idea. 

“Youth! your star is in the ascendant; you are 
the fortunate bearer of fortunate nows! II is Excel- 
lency himself commands your prcsonco,” And the 
two went out. 

In another chamber, the door of which was guawled 
by armed men, Orestes was walking up and down in 
high oxoitomont, looking somewhat the worao for tho 
events of tho past night, and making occasional ai>p(jals 
to a gold goblet which stood on tho table 

“ Ha ! No other than my prosorvor himself ' 
Boy, T will make your fortune. M iriam says that you 
wish to cuter my service.” 
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Philammon, not knowing what to say, thought the 
host answer would bo to bow as low as he could. 

“Ah, ha ! Graceful, but not quite according to 
etiquette. You will soon teach him, ch. Secretary! 
Now to business. Hand me the notes to sign and 
seal To the Prefect of the Statiouarics ” 

“Here, your Excellency.” 

“To the Prefect of the Com market— how many 
wheat-ships have you ordered to be unladen 1” 

“Two, your Excellency.” 

“Well, that will bo largos-s enough for the time 
being. To the Defender of the I’lobs— the devil break 
his neck!” 

“He may bo trusted, most noble; ho is bitterly 
jealous of Cyril’s influenca And, moreover, ho owes 
my insignificance much money.” 

“ Good ! Now the notes to the Gaol-masters, about 
the gladiatora” 

“Here, your Excellency.” 

“ To Hypatia. No. I will liononr my bride elect 
with my own illustrious prcscince. As I live, hero is 
a morning’s work for a man with a racking hciul- 
ache!” 

“Your Excellency has the strength <»f seven. May 
you live for over !” 

And really, Orestes’s power of getting through Imsi- 
ness, when ho chose, was siirprising enough. A cold 
head and a colder heart make many things cosy. 

But Philammon’s whole soul was fixisd on those 
words. “His bride elect!” . . . Was it that Miriam’s 
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hints of the day before had raised some selfish vision, 
or was it pity and horror at such a fate for her — ^for 
his idol? — But he passed five minutes in a dream, 
from which he was awakened by the sound of another 
and still deai’er name. 

“ And now, for Pelagia. We can but try.” 

“ Your Excellency might offend the Goth.” 

“ Curse the Goth 1 He shall have his choice of all 
the beauties in Alexandria, and be count of Pentapolis 
if he likes. But a spectacle I must have ; and no one 
but Pelagia can dance Venus Anadyomcne.” 

Philammon’s blood rushed to his heart, and then 
back again to his brow, as he reeled with horror and 
shame. 

“ The people will bo mad with joy to see her on 
the stage once more. Little they thought, the brutes, 
how I was plotting for their amusement, oven when 
as drunk as Silenus.” 

‘‘Your nobility only lives for the good of your 
slaves.” 

‘‘Hero, hoy! So fair a lady requires a fair 
messenger. You shall enter on my service at once, 
and carry this letter to Pelagia. Why ? — why do you 
not come and take it?” 

To Pelagia ?” gasped the youth, “In the theatre? 
Publicly ? Venus Anadyomenc ?” 

“ Yes, fool ! Were you, too, drunk last night after 
all?” 

“ She is my sister I” 

“ Well, and what of that ? Not that T believe yon, 
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you villain! So!’^ said Orestes, who comprehended 
the matter in an instant. ** Apparitors !” 

The door opened, and the guard appeared. 

“Here is a good boy who is inclined to make a 
fool of himself. Keep him out of harm’s way for a few 
days. But don’t hurt him; for, after all, he saved 
my life yesterday, when you scoundrels ran away.” 

And, without further ado, the hapless youth ^vas 
collared, and led down a vaulted passage into the 
guard-room, amid the jeers of the guard, wdio seemed 
only to owe him a gi'udge for Ins yesterday’s i)rowcss, 
and showed great alacrity in fitting him with a heavy 
sot of irons ; which done, he was thrust head foremost 
into a cell of the prison, locked in, and left to his 
meditations. 



CHAPTER XX. 


SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

“But, fairest Hyi^atia, conceive yourself struck in the 
face by a great stone, several himdrcd howling wretches 
leaping up at you like wild beasts — two minutes more, 
and you are torn limb from limb. What would even 
you do in such a case ?” 

Let thorn tear me limb from liml), and die as I 
have lived, 

“ Ah, but When it came to fact, and death was 

staring you in the face 

And why should man fear death 
‘‘Ahem! No, not death, of course; but the act 
of dying. That may be, stiroly, under such circum- 
stances, to say the least, disagreeable. If our ideal, 
Julian the Great, found a little dissimulation necessary, 
and was even a better Christian than I have ever 
pretended to be, till ho found himself able to throw 
off the mask, why should not I Consider mo as a 
lower being than yourself — one of the herd, if you 
will; bub a penitent member thereof, who comes to 
make the fullest possible repiiration, by doing any 
desperate deed on which you may choose to put him, 
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and prove myself as able and willing, if once I have 
the power, as Julian himself.” 

Such was the conversation which passed between 
Hypatia and Orestes half an hour after Philammon 
had taken possession of his new abode. 

Hypatia looked at the Prefect with calm penetra- 
tion, not unmixed with scorn and fear. 

‘‘And pray what has produced this sudden change 
in your Excellency’s caracstness? For four months 
your promises have ]>Gen lying fallow.” She did not 
confess how glad sho would have been at heart to see 
them lying fallow still. 

“Because This morning I have news ; which 

I tell to you the first as a compliment. We will take 
care that all Alexandria knows it before sundown, 
Horaclian has conquered.” 

“ Conquered f’ cried Hypatia, springing from her 
seat. 

“Conquered, and utterly destroyed the emperor’s 
forces at Ostia. So says a messenger on whom I can 
depend. And even if the nows should prove false, I 
can prevent the contrary report from spreading, or 
what is the use of being prefect? You demur? Do 
you not see that if wo can keep the notion alive but 
a week our cause is won ?” 

“How so?” 

“ I have treated already with all the officers of the 
city, and every one of them has acted like a wise man, 
and given me a promise of help, conditional of course 
on lleraclian’s success, being as tired as I am of that 
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priest-ridden court at Byzantium, Moreover, the 
stationaiies are mine already. So are the soldiery all 
the way up the Nile. Ah ! you have been fancying 

me idle for these four months, but ^You forget that 

you yourself were the prize of my toil Could I be a 
sluggard with that goal in sight?” 

Hypatia shuddered, but was silent; and Orestes 
went on : — 

‘‘I have unladen several of the wheat-ships for 
enormous largesses of bread: though those rascally 
monks of Tabenne had nearly forestalled my benevo- 
lence, and I was forced to bribe a deacon or two, buy 
up the stock they had sent down, and retail it again 
as my o'wn. It is really most officious of them to 
persist in feeding gratuitously half the i)Oor of the 
city ! AVhat possible business have they with Alex- 
andria?” 

‘‘The wish for popularity, I presume,” 

“ Just so ; and then what hold can the government 
have on a sot of rogues whoso stomachs are filled 
without our help ?” 

“Julian made the same complaint to the high priest 
of Galatia, in that priceless letter of his.” 

“ Ah, you will set that all right, you know, shortly. 
Then again, I do not fear OyriFs power just now. 
He has injured himself deeply, I am happy to say, in 
the opinion of the wealthy and educated, by expelling 
the Jews. And as for his mob, exactly at the right 

moment, the deities there are no monks here, so 

I can attribute my blessings to the right source — ^have 
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sent ns such a boon as may put them into as good a 
humour as we need.” 

“And what is that?” asked Hypatia. 

‘ ‘ A white elephant. ” 

“A white elephant?” 

“Yes,” he answered, mistaking or ignoring the 
tone of her answer. “A real, live, white elephant; 
a thing which has not been seen in Alexandria for a 
hundred years! It was passing through with two 
tamo tigers, as a present to the boy at Byzantium, 
from some hundred-drived kinglet of the Hyperborean 
Taprobane, or other no-man’s-land in the far East. I 
took the liljorty of laying an embargo on them, and, 
after a little argumentation and a few hints of torture, 
elephant and tigers are at our service.” 

“And of what service arc they to be?” 

“My dearest madam Conceive . . . How are 

we to win the mob without a show ? . . . When were 
there more tlian two ways of gaining either the whole 
or part of the Homan Empire — hy force of arms or 
force of trumpery? Can even you invent a third? 
Tlic former is unpleasantly exciting, and hardly practi- 
cable just now. The latter remains; and, thanks to 
the white (ilephant», may bo iriumpliantly successfuL 
I have to exhibit S(nn.cthing oveiy week The people 
are getting tired of that pantomime; and since the 
Jews wore driveti out, the follow has grown stupid 
and lazy, liaving lost the more enthusiastic half of his 
speetat-ors. Ah for horse-racing, they are sick of it. 
, . . Now, Huppose wo luinouncc, for the earliest 



SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 


61 


possible day — a spectacle — sucli a spectacle as never 
was seen before in this generatioiL You and 1 — I as 
exhibitor, you as representative— for the time being 
only — of the Vestals of old — sit side by side. . . . 
Some worthy friend has his instructions, when the 
people are beside themselves with rapture, to cry, 
‘Long live Orestes Cmsarl' . . . Another reminds 
them of Heraclian’s victory — another couples your 
name with mine . . . the people applaud . . . some 
Mark Antony steps forward, salutes me as Imperator, 
Augustus — what you will — the cry is taken up — I 
refuse as meekly as Julius Caesar himself — am com- 
pelled, blushing, to accept the honour — I rise, make 
an oration about the future independence of the 
southern continent — union of Africa and Egypt — the 
empire no longer to bo divided into Eastern and 
Western, but ISTorthern and Southeim. Shouts of 
a2)plause, at two drachmas j)er man, shako the skies. 
Everybody believes that everybody else approves, and 
follows the lead . . . And the thing is won.'* 

*‘And pray,” asked Ilyimtia, crushing down her 
contempt and despaii*, “how is this to bear on tho 
worship of tho gods 

“Why . . . why . . . if you thought that peo2>le^H 
minds were sufficiently prepared, you might rise in 
your tuni, and make an oration — you can conceivo 
one. Sot forth how tliosc spectacles, formerly tlic 
glory of the empire, had withered under Galiltean 
superstition . . . How the only path toward the full 
enjoyment of eye and car was a frank return to those 
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deities, from whoso worship they originally sprang, 
and connected with which they could alone bo en- 
joyed in their perfection. * . . But I need not teach 
you how to do that which you have so often taught 
me : so now to consider our spectacle, which, next to 
the largess, is the most important part of our plans. 
I ought to have exhibited to them the monk wiio so 
nearly killed me yesterday. That would indeed have 
been a triumph of the laws over Christianity. He 
and the wild beasts might have given the pcoido ton 
minutes’ amusement. But wrath coiKiuercd prmlonco ; 
and the fellow has been crucified these two hours. 
Suppose, then, we had a little exhibition of glailiators. 
They are forbidden by law, certainly/’ 

“Thank Heaven, they are V* 

“But do you not see that is the very reason why 
we, to assert our own indepoudonce, slionkl employ 
them 

“ Ho 1 they are gone. Lot them never reappear 
to disgrace the earth,” 

“My dear la<ly, you must not in your pi'csent 
character, say that in puldic; lest Cyril sliould bo 
impertinent enough to remiml you that Christian 
emperors and bishops put thorn down.” 

Hypatia bit her lip, an<l was silent. 

“ WeD, I do not wish to urge any thing unpleasant 
to you ... If we could but contrive a few martyr- 
doms — but I really fear we must wait a year or two 
longer, in the present state of public opimon, before 
we can attempt that.” 
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‘‘Wait? wait for ever! Did not Julian — and lio 
must be our model — forbid the persecution of the 
Galilseans, considering them sufficiently punished by 
their own atheism and self-tormenting superstition f 

“Another small error of that great man. He 
should have recollected that for three luindred years, 
nothing, not even the gladiators themselves, had been 
found to put the mob in such good humour as to see 
a few Christians, especially young and luimlsome 
women, burned alive, or thrown to tlie lions. 

Hypatia bit her lip once more. “ I can hoar no 
more of this, sir. You forgot that you arc speaking 
to a woman.” 

“Most supremo wisdom,” answered Orestes, in his 
blandest tone, “you cannot suppose that 1 wish to 
pain your ears. But allow mo to o))Berve, as a general 
theorem, that if one wishes to etiect any purpoHc, it 
is necessary to use the means; and on the wholes 
those which have been tested by four hundred years' 
experience will bo the safest I speak as a plain 
practical statesman — but surely your philosophy will 
not dissent?” 

Hypatia looked down in painful thought What 
could she answer? Was it not too true? anti had 
not Orestes fact and experionco on his siMe ? 

“Well, if you must — but I cannot have gladiators. 
Why not a— one of those l>attles with wild beantM? 
They are disgusting enough : but still they are Icrh 
inhuman than the others ; and you might surely take 
precautions to prevoxit the men being hurt” 
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Ah ! that would indoecl bo a scentless rose ! If 
there is neither danger nor bloodslied, tlio charm is 
gone. But really wild beasts arc too expensive just 
now ; and if I kill down my present menagerie, I can 
afford no more. Why not have something which 
costs no money, like prisoners f * 

“ What ! do you rank human beings beloAv brutes 
“ Heaven forbid ! But they are practically loss 
expensive. Eomember, that without money, we are 
powerless ; we must husband our resources for the 
cause of the gods,’^ 

Hypatia was silent. 

**Now, there are fifty or sixty Libyan prisoners 
just brought in from the desert ^Wiy not let them 
fight an equal number of soldiers ? They are ro1)els 
to the empire, taken in war.” 

** Ah, then,” said Hjqjatia, catcliing at any thread 
of self-justification, “ their lives arc forfeit in any case.” 

**Of cDurso. So the Christiaim cotild not complain 
of m for that. Did not the most C^Jiristian Emperor 
Constantine set some throe hundred (lonnan priHoners 
to butcher each other in the ainphiUieatro of Troves?” 

“But they refused, ami died like heroes, each 
falling on his own sword.” 

“Ah — those Gormans are always unmanageable. 
My guards, now, are just as stiff-uecked. To toll you 
the truth, I have asked them already to exhibit their 
prowess on those Libyans, and what do you siqiposo 
they answered ?” 

“They refused, I hope.” 
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“ They told me in the most insolent tone that they 
were men, and not stage-i)layers j and hired to hght, 
and not to butcher. I expected a Socratic dialogue 
after such a display of dialectic, and bowed myself 
out.” 

They were right.” 

“ Not a doubt of it, from a philosoi^hic point of 
view ; from a practical one they wore great pedants, 
and I an ill-used master. However, I can find unfor- 
tunate and misunderstood heroes enough in the prisons, 
who, for the chance of their liberty, will acquit them- 
selves valiantly enough; and I know of a few old 
gladiators still lingering about the wine shops, who 
will be proud enough to give them a week’s training. 
So that may pass. Now for some lighter sjacics of 
representation to follow — something more cu' loss 
dramatic,” 

“You forgot that you speak to one who trusts to 
he, as soon as she has the power, the higli-priostciss of 
Athene, and who in the meanwhile is l)ound to o})ey 
her tutor Julian’s commands to tlie pritists of his day, 
and imitate the Galiheans as much in their aWiorrence 
for the theatre as she hopes hereafter to do in their 
care for the widow and tlio stranger.” 

“ Far be it from ino to impugn that great man’s 
wisdom. But allow mo to remark, that to judge by 
the present state of the empire, one has a right to 
say that ho failed” 

“ The Sun-God whom he loved t<mk him to himself, 
too early, by a hero’s death.” 

VOL. II. P II. 
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‘‘And tho moment he was removed, the wave of 
Cliristian barbarism rolled back again into its old 
channel.'’ 

Ah ! had ho but lived twenty years longer !” 

‘^The Sun -God, perhaps, was not so solicitous as 
wc arc for the success of his high-priest’s project” 

Hypatia reddened — ^was Orestes, after all, laughing 
ill his sleeve at her and her hopes ? 

“Do not blaspheme 1” she said, solemnly. 

“Heaven forbid ! I only offer one possible expla- 
nation of a plain fact The other is, that as Julian 
was not going <iiute the right way to work to restore 
the worsliip of the Olympians, the Sun-God found it 
expedient to withdraw him from his post, and now 
sends in his place Hyiiatia the philosopher, who will 
be wise enough to avoid Julian’s error, and not copy 
the Galiheans too closely, by imitating a severity of 
morals at which they are tho only tiue and natural 
adeiits,” 

“ So Julian’s error was that of being too virtuous? 
If it be so, let me copy him, and fail like him. Tho 
fault will tluiii not bo mine, but fate’s.” 

“ Not in being too virtuous himself, most stainless 
likeness of Athene, but in trying to make others so. 
He forgot one half of Juvenal’s great dictum about 
‘ Panem and Girconscs,’ as the absolute and overruling 
neoowsitics of rulers, lie tried to give the people the 
bread without tho games. . . . And what thanks ho 
rceeivod for his enormous munificence, lot himself and 
tho good folks of Antioch tell— you just quoted his 
Misopogon ” 
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“Ay — the lament of a man too pure for his age.” 

“Exactly so. He should rather have been content 
to keep his purity to himself, and have gone to 
Antioch not merely as a philosojAic high-pxic.st, with 
a beard of questionable cleanliness, to offer sacrifices 
to a god in whom — forgive me — nobody in Antioch 
had believed for many a year. If he had marie his 
entrance with ten thousand gladiators, and onr white 
elephant, built a theatre of ivory and glass in Daphinc*, 
and proclaimed games in honour of the Sun, or of any 
other member of the Pantheon ” 

*^He would have acted unworthily of a philo- 
sopher.” 

“ But instead of that one priest draggling up, poor 
devil, through the wet grass to the deserted altar wn’tli 
his solitary goose under his arm, ho would havti laid 
every goose in Antioch — forgive niy stealing a pun 
from Aristophanes — nmning opcn-inonthed to -wor- 
ship any god, known or unknown — and boo tlio 
sights.” 

“Well,” said Hypatia, yielding perforce to Orestes's 
cutting arguments. “ Let us then restore the ancient 
glories of the Greek drama Lot us give them a 
trilogy of .^schylus or Sophocles.” 

“Too calm, my dear madam. The EumcnidcH 
might do certainly, or Philoctctes, if w^o could hut 
put Philoctctes to real pain, and make the spcctaku’s 
sure that he was yelling in good earnest.” 

“Disgusting!” 

“But necessary, like many disgusting things.” 
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“Why not try the Prometheus?” 

“A magnificent field for stage effect, certainly. 
What with those ocean nymphs in their winged 
chariot, and Ocean on his gidffin. . . . But I should 
hardly think it safe to re-introduce Zeus and Heimes 
to the people under the somewhat ugly light in which 
^schylus exhibits them.” 

“I forgot that,” said Hypatia. “The Orestean 
trilogy ^vill be best, after all.” 

“Best? ijerfoct — divine! Ah, that it were to bo 
my fate to go down to posterity as the happy man 
who once more revived jEschylus’s masterpieces on a 

Grecian stage 1 But Is there not, bogging the 

pardon of the great tragedian, too much rcsoiwe in the 
Agamemnon for our modem taste ? If wo could have 
the bath scone represented on the stage, and an Aga- 
memnon who could be really killed — though I would 
not insist on that, because a good actor might make 
it a reason for refusing the part — but still the murder 
ought to take place in public.” 

“Shocking! an outrage on all the laws of the 
drama. Docs not even the Eoman Horace lay down 
as a rule the — Necimem corcm i)opido Medea 

“Fairest and wisest, I am as willing a pupil of the 
dear old Epicurean as any man living — even to the 
furnishing of my chamber ; of which fact the Empress 
of Africa may some day assure herself. But we are 
not now discussing the art of poetry, but the art of 
reigning ; and, after all, while Horace was sitting in 
his easy -chair, giving his countr 3 rmen good advice, a 
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private man, who knew somewhat better than he 
what the mass admired, was exhibiting forty thousand 
gladiators at his mother^s funeral” 

But the canon has its foundation in the eternal 
laws of beauty. It has been accepted and observed.” 

“ Not by the people for whom it was written. The 
learned Hypatia has surely not forgotten, that within 
sixty years after the Ars Poetica was written, Annseus 
Seneca, or whosoever wrote that very bad tragedy 
called the Medea, found it so necessary that she 
should, in despite of Horace, kill her children before 
the people, that he actually made her do it !” 

Hypatia was still silent — foiled at every point, 
while Orestes ran on with provoking glibness. 

And consider, too, even if we dare alter JEschylus 
a little, we could find no one to act him.” 

‘‘Ah, true ! fallen, fallen days !” 

“And really, after all, omitting the questionable 
compliment to me, as candidate for a certain dignity, 
of having my namesake kill his mother, and then be 
hunted over the stage by furies ” 

“But Apollo vindicates and purifies him at last. 
What a noble occasion that last scene would give for 
winning them back to their old reverence for the 
god!” 

“True, but at present the majority of spectators 
will believe more strongly in the horrors of matricide 
and furies than in Apollo’s power to dispense there- 
with. So that I fear must be one of your labours of 
the future.” 
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“And it shall be,” said HyjDatia. But she did not 
speak cheerfully. 

“Do you not think, moreover,” went on the tempter, 
“ that those old tragedies might give somewhat too 
gloomy a notion of those deities whom we wish to re- 
introduce — I beg pardon, to re-honour ^ The history 
of the house of Atreus is hardly more cheerful, in spite 
of its beauty, than one of Oyrirs sermons on the day 
of judgment, and the Tartarus prepared for hapless 
rich people ?” 

“Well,” said Hypatia, more and more listlessly; 
“it might he more prudent to show them first the 
fairer and more graceful side of the old Myths. Cer- 
tainly the great age of Athenian tragedy had its 
playful reverse in the old comedy.” 

“And in certain Dionysiac sports and processions 
which shall bo nameless, in order to awaken a proper 
devotion for the gods in those who might not bo able 
to appreciate ^Eschylus and Sophocles.” 

“ You would not re-introduce them ?” 

“Pallas forbid 1 but give as fair a substitute for 
them as we can. ” 

“And are wo to degrade ourselves because the 
masses are degraded 

“Not in the least. For my own part, this whole 
business, like the catering for the weekly pantoiuinuis, 
is as great a bore to me as it could have boon to Julian 
himseK. But, my dearest madam — ‘Panom and 
Circenses' — ^they must be put into good humour ; and 
there is but one way— by ‘the lust of the flesh, and 
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tho lust of the eye, and the pride of life,’ as a certain 
Clalilsean correctly defines the time-honoured Roman 
method.” 

“Put them into good humour? I wish to lustrate 
them afresh for the service of the gods. If we must 
have comic representations, we can only have them 
conjoined to tragedy, which, as Aristotle defines it, 
will purify their affections by pity and terror.” 

Orestes smiled. 

“ I certainly can have no objection to so good a 
purpose. But do you not think that the battle be- 
tween tho gladiators and the Libyans will have done 
that sufficiently beforehand ? I can conceive nothing 
more fit for that end, unless it be Nero’s method of 
sending his guards among tho spectators themselves, 
and throwing them down to tho wild beasts in the 
arena. IIow thoroughly purified by pity and terror 
must every worthy shopkeeper have been, when he 
sat uncertain whether he might not follow his fat wife 
into tho claws of the nearest lion !” 

“ You are pleased to bo witty, sir,” said Hypatia, 
hardly able to conceal her disgust. 

“ My dearest bride elect, I only meant tho most 
harmless of reductiouos ad absurdum of an abstract 
canon of Aristotle, with which I, who am a Platonist 
after my mistress’s model, do not happen to agree. 
But do, I beseech you, 1)0 ruled, not by mo, but by 
your own wisdom. You cannot bring tho people to 
appreciate your designs at tho first sight. You are 
too wise, too pure, too lofty, too farsighted for them. 
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And therefore you must get power to comi^el them. 
Julian, after all, found it necessaiy to compel — if ho 
had lived seven years more he would have found it 
necessary to persecute.” 

‘‘The gods forbid that — that such a necessity 
should ever arise here.” 

“ The only way to avoid it, believe me, is to allure 
and to indulge. After all, it is for their good.” 

“True,” sighed Hypatia. “Have your way, sir.” 

“ Believe me, you shall have yours in turn. I ask 
you to be ruled by me now, only that you may l^e in 
a position to rule me and Africa hereafter.” 

“ And such an Africa ! Well, if they are born low 
and earthly, they must^ I suppose, bo treated as such ; 
and the fault of such a necessity is Naturo^s, and not 
ours. — Yet it is most degrading ! — ^But still, if the only 
method by which the philosophic few can assume 
their rights, as the divinely-appointed rulers of the 
world, is by indulging those lower beings whom they 
govern for their good — why he it so. It is no worse 
necessity than many another which the servant of the 
gods must endure in clays like those.” 

“Ah,” said Orestes, refusing to hoar the sigh, or 
to see the bitterness of the lip which accompanied the 
speech— “now Hypatia is herself again; and my 
counsellor, and giver of deep and celestial reasons for 
all things at which poor I can only snatch and guess 
by vulpine cunning. So now for our Hghtor enter- 
tainment. What shall it be 

“What you will, provided it be not, as most such 



SHE STOOPS TO CONQUEPv. 73 

are, unfit for the eyes of modest women. I have no 
skill in catering for folly/' 

“A pantomime, then? ^Ye may make that as 
grand and as significant as we will, and expend to on 
it all our treasures in the way of gewgaws and wild 
beasts.” 

“As you like.” 

“Just consider, too, what a scope for mythologic 
learning a pantomime affords. Why not have a 
triumph of some deity? Could I commit myself more 
boldly to the sendee of the gods ! Now — who shall 
it be ?” 

“Pallas — unless, as I suppose, she is too modest 
and too sober for your Alexandrians?” 

“ Yes — ^it does not seem to mo that she would bo 
appreciated — at all events for the present. Why not 
tiy Aphrodite? Christians as well as Pagans will 
thoroughly understand her; and I know no one who 
would not degrade the virgin goddess by representing 
her, except a certain lady, who has already, I hope, 
consented to sit in that very chai’acter, l)y the side of 
her too much honoured slave ; and one Pallas is enough 
at a time in any theatre.” 

Hypatia shuddered. Ho took it all for granted, 
tlien — and claimed her conditional promise to the 
uttermost. Was there no escape? She longed to 
spring up and rush away, into tlio streets, into the 
desert — anything to break the hideous net which she 
had wound around herself. And yet — was it not the 
cause of the gods — the one object of her life ? And 
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after all, if he the hateful was to bo her emperor, slio 
at least was to bo an empress ; ami do what she would 
— and half in irony, and half in the attempt to hurl 
herself perforce into that which she knew tliat she 
must go through, and forget misery in activity, she 
answered as cheerfully as she coiikl. 

“Then, my goddess, thou must wait the iJeasun? 
of these base ones ! At least the young Apollo will 
have charms even for them.” 

“Ah, but who will represent him? This puny 
generation does not produce such figures as Pylatles 
and Bathylliis — except among those (loths, llesnliN, 
Apollo must have gohlen hair; and our <Jreek rare 
has intermixed itself so shamefully with tlieso Kgyp- 
tians, that our stage-troop is as dark as Amlrtuneila, 
and we should have to apply again to those accursed 
Goths, who have nearly” (with a bow) “all the 
beauty, and nearly all the money and the ]»r»wer, uml 
•vrill, I suspect, have the rest of it befoi'tJ I am safe 
out of this ^Ticked world, bccauso they imf 
nearly, but quite, all the courage. Now ---Shall ask 
a Goth to dance Apollo? for wo can got no <mo ijIsc/' 

Hypatia smiled in spite of luirsidf at tho notion. 
“That would bo too sliamcful ! i niUHt forego the 
god of light himself, if I am to see him in the ptfiwm 
of a clumsy barbarian.” 

“Then why not try my tlespisetl and r<!jecied 
Aphrodite? Suppose we had her triumph, finishing 
with a dance of Venus Anadyomono. Surely that is 
a graceful myth enough.” 
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‘‘ As a myth ; hut on the stage in reality ? ’’ 

“ Not worse than what this Christian city has been 
looking at for many a year. We shall not nm any 
danger of coiTiipting morality, be sure.” 

H;y^atia blushed. 

‘‘Then you must not ask for my help.” 

“Or for your presence at the spectacle 1 For that 
1)0 sure is a necessary point. You are too great a 
person, my dearest madam, in the eyes of these good 
folks to be allowed to absent yourself on such an 
occasion. If my little stratagem succeeds, it will be 
half owing to the fact of the people knowing that in 
crowning me, they crown Hypatia. . . . Como now — 
do yon not see that as you must needs be present at 
their harmless scrap of mythology, taken from the 
authentic and undoubted histories of those very gods 
whoso worship we intend to restore, you will consult 
your own comfort most in agreeing to it cheerfully, 
and in lemling me your wisdom towards an'anging it? 
Just conceive now, a triumph of Aphrodite, entering 
prooodod by wild beasts led in chains by Cupids, the 
white elephant and all — ^what a field for the plastic 
art 1 You might have a thousand groupings, disper- 
sions, rogi’oupings, in as perfect bas-relief style as 
those of any Sophoclean drama. Allow me only to 
take this paper and pen ” 

And ho began sketching rapidly group after group. 

“Not so ugly, surely?” 

“They are very beautiful, I cannot deny,” said 
poor Hypatia 



76 


SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 


‘‘Ah, sweetest Empress! you forgot somotinic?* 
that I, too, world-worm as I am, am a Greek, with an 
intense a love of the beautiful as even you yourself have. 
Do not fancy that every violation of corroct taste does 
not torture me as keenly as it does you Some day, 
I hope, you will have learned to pity and to excuse 
the wretched compromise between that 'whicli ought 
to be and that which can be, in wliich we hapless 
statesmen must struggle on, half-stunted, and wholly 
misunderstood — ^Ah, well 1 Look, now, at those fauns 
and dryads among the shrubs upon the stage, pausing 
in startled wonder at the first blast of imisio wdiich 
proclaims the exit of the goddess from her temple.” 

“The templet Why, where are you going b) 
exhibit?” 

“La the Theatre, of course. Whore else panto- 
mimes 1” 

“But will the spectators have time to move all the 
way from the Amphitheatre after that— those?- — ” 

“ The Amphitheatre? We shall exhibit the JiihyuuH, 
too, in the Theatre.” 

“Combats in the Theatre sacred to Dioiiusoh?” 

“My dear lady” — ^penitently — “I know it is an 
offence against all the laws of the draimi.” 

“ Oh, worse than that ! Consider wliat an impiety 
toward the god, to desecrate his altar with bloodshcsl?” 

“Fairest devotee, recollect that, after all, I may 
fairly borrow Dionusos’s altar in this my extreme need ; 
for I saved its very existence for him, by preventing 
the magistrates from filling up the whole orchestm 
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with hcnclies for the patricians, after the barbarous 
Eoman fashion. And besides, what possible sort of 
representation, or misrepresentation, has not been ex- 
hibited in every theatre of the empire for the last four 
hiimlred years 1 Have we not had tumblers, conjurers, 
allegories, maityrdoms, marriages, elephants on the 
tight-rope, learned horses, and learned asses too, if we 
may trust Apuleius of Madaura; with a good many 
other spectacles of which we must not speak in the 
presence of a vestal ? It is an ago of execrable taste, 
and we must act accordingly.” 

“Ahl” answered Hypatia; “the first step in the 
doAvnward career of the drama began when the suc- 
cessors of Alexander dared to profane theatres which 
iiad re-echoed the choruses of Sophocles and Euripides 
by degrading the altar of Dionusos into a stage for 
pantomimes 1” 

“ Wliich your pure mind must, doubtless, consider 
not HO very much better than a little fighting. But, 
after all, the Ptolemies could not do otherwise. You 
can only have Sophoclean dramas in a Sophoclean 
age ; and theirs was no more of one than ours is, and 
HO the drama died a natural death ; and when that 
happens to man or tiling, you may weep over it if you 
will, but you must, after all, bury it, and get some- 
thing else in its place— except, of course, the worship 
of the gfKls.” 

am glad that you except that, at least,” said 
Hypatia, somewhat liittorly. “ But why not use the 
amphitheatro for both spectacles?” 



78 


SHE STOOPS TO CONQUEH. 


“What can I do? I am over head and oars in 
debt already ; and the amphitheatre is lialf in mins, 
thanks to that fanatic edict of tlic late emperor’s 
against gladiators. There is no time or money for 
repairing it; and besides, how pitiful a poor hundred 
of combatants will look in an arena built to hold two 
thousand ! Consider, my dearest lady, in what fallen 
times we live !” 

“I do, indeed!” said Hypatia. “But I will not 
see the altar polluted by blood. It is the desecratifin 
which it has undergone already whicih has provoketl 
the god to %nthdraw the poetic inspiration.” 

“I do not doubt the fact. Some curse from 
Heaven, certainly, has fallen on our poets, to judge by 
their exceeding badness. Indeed, I am inclined tf> 
attribute the insane vagaries of the water drinking 
monks and nuns, like those of the Argivo women, to 
the same celestial anger. But I will seo that the 
sanctity of the altar is i^Pcserved, by confining tlm 
combat to the stage. And as for the pantomime 
which will follow, if you would only fall in with my 
fancy of the triumph of Aphrodite, Hionuschs would 
hardly refuse liis altar for the glorification of liis imi 
lady-love.” 

“Ah ^that myth is a late, and in my opinJoti a 
degraded one.” 

“Bo it so : but recollect, that another myth makes 
her, and not without reason, the mother of all living 
beings. Be sure that Dionusos will have no objection, 
or any other god either, to allow her to make her 
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cliiklren feci her conquering might ; for they all know 
well enough, that if we can once get her well wor- 
sliipped lierc, all Olympus will follow in her train.” 

“ That was spoken of the celestial Aphrodite, whose 
synihol is the tortoise, the emblem of domestic modesty 
a!id chastity : not of that baser Pandemic one.” 

‘‘ Then wo will take care to make the people aware 
of whom tliey are admiring by exhibiting in the 
triumph whole legions of tortoises : and you yourself 
shall write the chant, while I will see that the chorus 
is worthy of %vliat it has to sing. No mere squealdng 
<louble flute ami a pair of boys : but a whole army of 
(jyclops and graces, Mith such trebles and such bass- 
vem^es 1 It shall make CyriFs ears tingle in his 
palace !” 

*''rhc (diant 1 A noble office for me, truly 1 That 
is the very part of the absurd spectacle to which you 
used to say the people no%"er dreamed of attending. 
All whicli is ■worth settling yon seem to have settled 
for yoursedf before you deigiied to consult me.” 

‘4 said sol Surely you must mistake. But if 
any hireil pootastor^s chant do pass unheeded, what 
has timt to do with Hypatia’s eloquence and science, 
glowing with the treble inspiration of Athene, Phoebus, 
and Dionnsosl An<l as for having arranged before- 
hand— my adorable mistress, what more delicate 
(sompliment could I have paid you?” 

I cannot say that it scorns to me to be one.” 

“llow^ After saving you every trouble which I 
could, and racking my overburdened wits for stage- 
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effects and iDroperties, have I not brought hither the 
darling children of my own brain, and laid them down 
ruthlessly, for life or death, before the judgment-seat 
of your lofty and unsparing criticism V* 

Hyi:)atia felt herself tricked: but there was no 
escape now. 

‘‘And who, pray, is to disgrace herself, and me, 
as Venus Anadyomcne 

“Ah ! that is the most exquisite article in all my 
bill of fare ! What if the kind gods have enabled mo 
to exact a promise from — ^whoni, think you?” 

“ What care I ^ How can I tell ?” asked Hypatia, 
who suspected and dreaded that she could toll. 

“Pelagia herself 

Hyj)atia rose angrily. 

“ This, sir, at least, is too much ! It was not 
enough for you, it seems, to claim, or rather to take 
forgi'anted, so imperiously, so mercilessly, a conditional 
promise — weakly, weakly made, in the vain hope that 
you would help fonvard aspirations of mine which 
you liave let lie fallow for months — in which I do 
not believe that you sympathise now! — It was not 
enough for you to declare yourself publicly yesterday 
a Christian, and to come hither this morning to flatter 
me into the belief that you will dare, ten days hence, 
to restore the worship of the gods whom you have 
abjured ! — It was not enough to plan without me all 
those movements in which you told me I was to bo 
your fellow-counsellor — the very condition which you 
youi‘self offered! — It was not enough for you to 
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command me to sit in that theatre, as your bait, your 
puppet, your victim, blushing and shuddering at 
sights unfit for the eyes of gods and men : — but, over 
and above all this, I must assist in the renewed 
triumph of a woman who has laughed down my 
teaching, seduced away my scholars, braved me in 
my very lectime-room — ^who for four years has done 
more than even Cyril himself to destroy all the virtue 
and truth which I have toiled to sow — and toiled in 
vain ! Oh, beloved gods ! where will end the tortures 
through which your martyr must witness for you to 
a fallen race 

And, in spite of all her pride, and of Orestes’s pre- 
sence, her eyes filled with scalding tears. 

Orestes’s eyes had sunk before the vehemence of 
her just passion : but as she added the last sentence 
in a softer and sadder tone, he raised them again, 
with a look of sorrow and entreaty, as his heart 
whispered — 

“ Fool ! — ^fanatic ! But she is too beautiful 1 Win 
her I must and will 1” 

Ah ! dearest, noblest Hypatia ! What have I 
done ? Unthinking fool that I was ! In the wish to 
save you trouble — ^In the hope that I could show you, 
hy the aptness of my own plans, that my practical 
statesmanship was not altogether an unworthy help- 
mate for your loftier wisdom — wretch that I am, I 
have offended you; and I have ruined the cause of 
those very gods for whom, I swear, I am as ready to 
sacrifice myself as ever you can be !” 

VOL. IL a H 
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The last sentence had the effect which it was 
meant to have. 

“Euinedthe cause of the gods?” asked she, in a 
startled tone. 

“Is it not ruined, without your help ? And what 
am I to understand from your words but that— hap- 
less man that I am !— you leave me and them hence- 
forth to our own unassisted strength ?” 

“The unassisted strength of the gods is omni- 
potence.” 

“Be it so. But— why is Cyril, and not Hypatia, 
master of the masses of AlexaneWa this day? ^Y}ly 
but because he and his have fought, and suffero<l, and 
died too, many a hundred of them, for their god, 
omnipotent as they believe him to be ? Why arc the 
old gods forgotten, my fairest logician ?— for forgotten 
they are.” 

Hypatia trembled from head to foot, and Orestes 
went on more blandly than ever. 

“ I will not ask an answer to that question of mine. 
All I entreat is forgiveness for — what for I know not : 
but I have sinned, and that is enough for me. Wliat 
if I have been too confident — too hasty? Are you 
not the prize for which I strain ? And will not the 
preciousness of the victor^s wrcatli excuHc some im- 
patience in his struggle for it ? Hyj)atia lias forgotten 
who and what the gods have made licr — she has not 
even consulted her own mirror, when she blames one 
of her innumerable adorers for a forwardness which 
ought to be rather imputed to him as a virtue,” 
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And Orestes stole meekly such a glance of adora- 
tion, that Hypatia blushed, and turned her face away. 

. . . After all, she was woman. . . . And she was 
a fanatic. . . . And she was to be an empress. . . . 
And Orestes’s voice was as melodious, and his manner 
as graceful, as ever charmed the heart of woman. 

** But Pelagia she said, at last, recovering herseh. 

“ Would that I had never seen the creature ! But, 
after all, I really fancied that in doing what I have 
done I should gratify you.” 

«Mer 

“ Surely if revenge be sweet, as they say, it could 
hardly find a more delicate satisfaction than in the 
degradation of one who ” 

** Eevenge, sir ? Do you dream that I am capable 
of so base a passion 

“D Pallas forbid 1” said Orestes, finding himself 
on the wrong path again. “But recollect that the 
allowing this spectacle to take place might rid you 
for ever of an unpleasant— I will not say rival.” 

“How, then?” 

“Will not her re-appearance on the stage, after 
all her proud professions of contempt for it, do some- 
thing towards reducing her in the eyes of this scan- 
dalous little town to her true and native level ? She 
will hardly dare thenceforth to go about parading 
herself as the consort of a god-descended hero, or 
thrusting herself unbidden into Hypatia’s presence, as 
if she were the daughter of a consul” 

“But I cannot — I cannot allow it even to her. 
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After all, Orestes, she is a woman. And can I, phil- 
osopher as I am, help to degrade her even one step 
lower than she lies already?” 

Hypatia had all but said “a woman even as I am:” 
but Neo-Platonic philosophy taught her l^etter ; and 
she checked the hasty assertion of anything like a 
common sex or common humanity between two beings 
so antipodal 

“Ah,” rejoined Orestes, “that unlucky word de- 
grade ! Unthinking that I was, to use it, forgetting 
that she herself will bo no more degraded in her own 
eyes, or any one’s else, by heanng again the plaudits 
of those “dear Macedonians,” on whose breath she 
has lived for years, than a peacock when he displays 
his train. Unbounded vanity and self-conceit are 
not unpleasant passions, after all, for their victim. 
After all, she is what sho is, and her being so is no 
fault of yours. Oh, it must be I indeed it must 1” 

Poor Hypatia! The bait was too delicate, the 
tempter too wily ; and yet sho was ashamed to speak 
aloud the philosophic dogma which flashed a ray of 
comfort and resignation through her mind, and rc* 
minded her that after all there was no harm in allow- 
ing lower natures to develop themselves freely in that 
direction which Nature had appointed for them, and 
in which only they could fulfil the laws of their being, 
as nocossary varieties in the manifold whole of the 
universe. So she cut the interview short with — 

“ K it must bo, then ... I will now retire, and 
write the ode. Only, I refuse to have any communi- 
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cation whatsoever with — am ashamed of even men- 
tioning her name. I will send the ode to you, and 
she must adapt her dance to it as best she can. By 
her taste, or fancy rather, I will not be ruled.’’ 

“And I,” said Orestes, with a profusion of thanks, 
“will retire to rack my faculties over the ‘ dispositions.’ 
On this day week we exhibit — and conquer ! Fare- 
well, queen of wisdom ! Your philosophy never shows 
to better advantage than when you thus wisely and 
gracefully subordinate that which is beautiful in itself 
to that which is beautiful relatively and practically.” 

He departed ; and Hjrpatia, half dreading her own 
thoughts, sat down at once to labour at the ode. 
Certainly it was a magnificent subject What ety- 
mologies, cosmogonies, allegories, myths, symbolisms 
between all heaven and earth, might she not introduce 
— if she could but banish that figure of Pelagia dancing 
to it all, which would not be banished, but hovered, 
like a spectre, in the background of all her imagina- 
tions. She became qxiite angry, first with Pelagia, 
then with herself, for being weak enough to think of 
her. Was it not positive defilement of her mind to 
be haunted by the image of so defiled a being 1 She 
would purify her thoughts by prayer and meditation. 
But to whom of all the gods should she address herself? 
To her chosen favourite, Athene? She who had 
promised to be present at that spectacle ? Oh, how 
weak she had been to yield ! And yet sho had been 
snared into it Snared — ^thore was no doubt of it— 
by the very man whom sho had fancied that she could 
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guide and mould to her own purposes. He had 
guided and moulded her now against her self-respect, 
her compassion, her innate sense of right, Akeady 
she was his tool. True, she had submitted to be so 
for a great purpose. But suppose she had to submit 
again hereafter— always henceforth ? And what made 
the thought more poignant was, her knowledge that 
he was right; that he knew what to do, and how to 
to it. She could not help admiring him for his 
address, his quickness, his clear practical insight : and 
yet she despised, mistrusted, all but hated him. But 
what if his were the very qualities which were destined 
to succeed ? What if her purer and loftier aims, her 
resolutions — ^now, alas ! broken — never to act but on 
the deepest and holiest principles and by the most 
sacred means, were destined never to exert themselves 
in practice, except conjointly with miserable strata- 
gems and cajoleries such as these ^ What if statecrafts 
and not philosophy and religion, were the appointed 
rulers of mankind? Hideous thought! And yet— 
she who had all her life tried to be self-dependent, 
originative, to face and crush the hostile mob of 
circumstance and custom, and do battle single-handed 
ivith Christianity and a fallen age — how was it tliat 
in her first important and critical opportunity of 
action she had been dumb, irresolute, passive, the 
victim, at last, of the very corruption which she was 
to exterminate? She did not know yet that those 
who have no other means for regenerating a coriupted 
time than dogmatic pedantries concerning tho dead 
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and iinreturning past, must end, in practice, by 
borro\ying insincerely, and using clumsily, the very 
weapons of that novel age which they deprecate, and 
sewing new cloth into old garments,” till the rent 
become patent and incurable. But in the meanwhile, 
such meditations as these drove from her mind for 
that day both Athene, and the ode, and idiilosophy, 
and all tilings but — Pelagia the wanton. 

In the meanwhile, Alexandrian politics flowed on- 
ward in their usual pure and quiet course. The public 
buildings were placarded with the news of Heraclian^s 
victory; and gi’oups of loungers expressed, loudly 
enough, their utter indifference as to who might rule 
at Rome — or even at Byzantium. Let Heraclian or 
Honorius bo emperor, the capitals must bo fed ; and 
while the Alexandrian 'wheat -trade was uninjured, 
what matter who received the tribute ? Certainly, as 
some friends of Orestes found means to suggest, it 
might not be a bad thing for Egypt, if she could keep 
the tribute in her own treasury, instead of sending 
it to Romo without any adequate return, save the 
presence of an expensive army. . . . Alexandria had 
been once the metropolis of an independent eminre. 

. . . \Vliy not again 1 Then came enonnous largesses 
of corn, proving, more satisfactorily to the mob than 
to the shipowners, that Egyptian wheat was better 
employed at homo than abroad. Nay, there were 
oven rumours of a general amnesty for all prisoners ; 
and ns, of course, every evil-doer had a kind of friend, 
who considered him an injured martyr, all parties wore 
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well content, on their own accounts at least, with 
such a move. 

And so Orestes’s bubble swelled, and grew, and 
glittered every day with fresh prismatic radiance; 
while Hj^oatia sat at home, ■with a heavy heart, wit- 
ing her ode to Venus Urania, and submitting to 
Orestes’s daily 'visits. 

One cloud, indeed, not without squalls of wind 
and rain, disfigured that sky which the Prefect had 
invested with such serenity by the simple expedient, 
'svell kno-wn to politicians, of painting it bright blue, 
since it would not assume that colour of its own 
accord. For a day or two after Aramonius’s execu- 
tion, the Prefect’s guards informed him that the corpse 
of the crucified man, with the cross on which it hung, 
had vanished. The Nitrian monks had come dowui 
in a body, and canded them off befoi’c the voiy eyes 
of the sentinels. Orestes knew well enough that the 
fellows must have been bribed to allow the theft ; hxit 
he dare not say so to men on whoso good humour his 
very life might depend : so, stomaching the allront 
as l^cst he could, ho vowed fresh vengeance against 
Cyril, and went on his way. But, behold ! — ^\vithin 
four-aml-twonty hours of the theft, a procession of ull 
the rascality, followe<l by all the piety, of Alexandria, 
— monks from Nitria counted by the thousand,*— 
priests, deacons, archdeacons, Cyril himself, in full 
pontificals, and, borne aloft in the midst, tipon a 
sjdcndid bier, the missing corpse, its nail-pierced 
luinds and feet loft uncovered for the pitying gaze of 
the Church. 
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Under the very palace windows, from which Orestes 
found it expedient to retire for the time being, out 
upon the quays, and uj) the steps of the Csesareum, 
defiled that new portent; and in another half-hour, a 
servant entered, breathlessly, to inform the shejpherd 
of people, that his victim was lying in state in the 
centre of the nave, a martyr duly canonised, — 
Ammonius now no more, but henceforth Thaumasius 
the wonderful, on whose heroic virtues and more 
heroic faithfulness unto the death, Cyril was already 
(lescanting from the pulpit, amid thunders of applause 
at every allusion to Sisera at the brook Kishon, 
Sennacherib in the house of Nisroch, and the rest of 
the princes of this world who come to nought 

Hero was a storm 1 To order a cohort to enter 
the church and bring away the body, was easy enough : 
to make them do it, in the face of certain death, not 
so easy. Besides, it was too early yet for so desperate 
a move as would bo involved in the violation of a 
church. ... So Orestes added this fresh item to the 
long column of accounts which he intended to settle 
with the patriarch; cimsed for half an hoiir in the 
name of all rlivinities, saints, and martyrs, Christian 
and Pagan ; and wrote off a lamentable history of his 
wrongs and sufferings to the very Byzantine court 
against which he was about to rebel, in the comfort- 
able assurance that Cyril had sent, by the same post, 
a countorstatoment, contradicting it in every particular. 
. . . Never mind. ... In case he failed in rebelling, 
it was as well to be able to prove his allegiance up to 



90 


SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 


the latest possible date ; and the more completely the 
two statements contradicted each other, the longer it 
would take to sift the truth out of them ; and thus so 
much time was gained, and so much the more chance, 
meantime, of a now leaf being turned over in that 
Sibylline oracle of politicians — the Chapter of Acci* 
dents. And for the time being, lie wouhl make a 
pathetic appeal to respectability and moderation in 
general, of which Alexandria, wherein some hundred 
thoiisaml tradesmen and merchants lia<l proiierty to 
lose, possessed a goodly share. 

liospoctaliility responded promptly to the a})pcal ; 
and loyal addresses and deputations of confU^lencc 
flowed in from every quarter, expressing the exirtmio 
sorrow with which the citizens had Indiold the late 
<listuibaneos of civil order, and the contempt wh{<‘liL 
had boon so unfortunately evinced for the cfuistitutiul 
authorities: but taking, neverthelesH, the lilwnly to 
remark, tliat while the extreme danger to property 
which might onsuo from the further exasperation of 
certain claHSOs, prevented their taking tlufst*, a<’t.iv(* 
stops on tlio side of trampiillitiy to which their f(‘t}lings 
inclined thorn, the known piety and wisiloni of tlniir 
esteemed patriarch made it pre.sumptuoim in them to 
ofler any opinion on his present conduct, beyond the 
expression of their iinii belief that he had be<*n unfor- 
tunately misinformed as to those HijiitimeiitH of ulVee- 
tion and respect which his excellency the Preier.t was 
well kno^vm to oiitortaiii towards him. TJiey V(uit tired, 
therefore, to express a liumblo hope that, by some 
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mutual compromise, to define which would be an 
unwaiTantaUo intrusion on their part, a happy recon- 
ciliation would be effected, and the stability of law, 
property, and the Catholic Faith, ensured. . . . All 
which Orestes heard with blandest smiles, while his 
heart was black with curses ; and Cyril answered by 
a very violent though a very true and practical 
harangue on the text, How hardly shall they that 
have lichcs enter into the kingdom of heaven.^' 

>So respecta})ility and moderation met with its usual 
luipless fate, and, soundly cursed by both parties, in 
the vain attempt to please both, wisely loft the upper 
powers to settle their own affairs, and went home to 
tlieir desks and countei-s, and did a very brisk business 
all that week on the strength of the approaching 
festival. One hapless innkeeper only tried to carry 
out in practice the principles which the deputation 
from liis guild had so clorpiently advocated j and being 
<{onvicted of giving away bread in the moining to the 
Nitrian monks, and wine in tho evening to the Prefect's 
guards, liad his tavern gutted, and his head ])roken by 
a joint plebiscitum of both the i)ai*tios whom ho had 
conciliated, who afterwards fought a little together, 
and then, hudeily for tho general peace, mutually ran 
a^vay from each other, 

Cyril in tho meanwhile, though he was doing a 
foolish thing, wjib doing it wisely enougli. Orestes 
might curse, and respectability miglit do]>lore, those 
nightly sormoiis, which shook tho mighty arcades of 
tho Oivsaroum, but they could not answer them. 
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Cyril was riglit and knew that he was right. Orestes 
was a scoundrel, hateful to God, and to the oncinieH 
of God, The middle classes were lukewaiTU covetous 
cowards; the whole system of government was u 
swindle and an injustice ; all men’s hearts were mad 
with crying, “Lord, how long?” The fierce bishop 
had only to thunder forth text on text, from every 
book of scripture, old and new, in order to amiy lUi 
his side not merely the common sense and right 
feeling, but the bigotry and ferocity of the masses. 

In vain did the good Arsenius represent to him ncd. 
only the scandal but the imrighteousncss of his new 
canonisation. “I must have fuel, my good fathei*,” 
was Ms answer, wherewith to keep alight the flanui 
of zeal If I am to be silent as to Heraolian’s defeat, 
I must give them some other irritant, winch will put 
them in a proper temper to act on that defeat, when 
they are told of it If they hate Orestes, docs ho not 
deserve it ? Even if he is not altogether as much in 
the wrong in tMs particular case as they fancy ho is, 
are there not a thousand other crimes of his wliitdi 
deserve their abhorrence even more? At all events, 
he must proclaim the empire, as you yourself say, or 
we shall have no handle against him, lie will* mi 
dare to proclaim it if he knows that we arc awui'o of 
the trutk And if we are to keep the truth in reserv(j, 
we must have something else to serve meanwliile as a 
substitute for it.” 

And poor Arsenius submitted with a sigh, as he 
saw Cyril making a fresh step in that alluring path of 
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cvil-doiiig that good might come, which led him in 
after-years into many a fearful sin, and left his name 
disgi'aced, perhaps for over, in the judgment of genera- 
tions, who know as little of the pandemonium against 
which he fought, as they do of the intense belief which 
sustained him in his warfare ; and who have therefore 
neither understanding nor pardon for the occasional 
outrages and errors of a man no worse, even if no 
better, than themselves. 



CHAPTEE XXL 


THE SQTJIRE-BISHOE 

In a small and ill-fnrnislied upper room of a fortified 
country-house, sat Synesius, the Bishop of Cyreno. 

A goblet of wine stood beside him, on the table, 
but it was untasted. Slowly and sadly, by the light 
of a tiny lamp, he went on writing a vorso or two, an<l 
then burying his face in his hand, while hot teai'S 
dropped between his fingers on the paper ; till a ser- 
vant entering, announced Eaphael Abon-Ezra. 

Synesius rose, with a gesture of surprise, and 
hurried towards the door. “No, ask him to e<»me 
hither to me. To pass through those dosoitod rooms 
at night is more than I can hear.” And ho awaitctl 
for his guest at the chamber door, and as ho entc.'rerl, 
caught both his hands in his, and tried to speak ; but 
his voice was choked within him. 

“Do not speak,” said Eaphael, gently, leading Inin 
to his chair again. “ I know all.” 

“You know all? And are you, then, so unlike 
the rest of the world, that you alone have come to 
visit the bereaved and the deserted in his misery 

“ I am like the rest of the world, after all ; fur I 
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camo to you on my own selfish eiTaiid, to seek comfort. 
Would that 1 could give it instead ! But the servants 
tedd me ull, below.” 

“And yot you persisted in seeing me, as if I could 
help you? Alas! I can help no one now. Here I 
am at last, utterly alone, utterly helpless. As I came 
from my mother’s “womb, so shall I return again. My 
last child— my last and fairest— gone after the rest ! 
-—Thank <bKl, that I liavo had oven a day’s peace 
wherein to lay him by his mother and his Inothers ; 
though He alone knows how long the beloved graves 
may rtunain unrille<l# Lot it have been shame enough 
to sit here iu my lonely tower and watch the ashes of 
iny Spartan ancestors, the sous of Hercules himself, 
my glory and my pride, sinful foul that I was I cast 
to IliH winds by barbarian plunderers. . , . When 
wilt thou make an end, 0 Lord, and slay mof’ 

“And bow did the poor hoy die 'I” asked Raphael, 
in hopii of soothing sorrow by enticing it to vent itself 
in wMU’da 

“The pestilence.— What other fate can wo expect, 
who breathe an air tainted with coq)BOs, and sit under 
a sky darkened with carrion birds? But I could en- 
dure even that, if 1 couhl work, if I could help. But 
U» sit here, imprisoned now for months between these 
liateful towers; night after Slight to watch the sky, 
red witli burning homesteads; day after day to have 
my ears ring with the shrieks of the dying and the 
captives f<»r they have begun now to inurdei every 
male, down to the baby at the breast ^arxd to feel 
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myseM utterly fettered, impotent, sitting hero like 
some palsied idiot, waiting for my end ! I long to rush 
out, and fall fighting, sword in hand : but I am their 
last, their only hope. The governors care nothing 
for our supplications. In vain have I memorialised 
Gennadius and Innocent, with what little eloquence 
my misery has not stunned in me. But there is no 
resolution no unanimity left in the land. The soldiery 
are scattered in smaU garrisons, employed entirely in 
protecting the private property of their officers. The 
Ausurians defeat them piecemeal, and, armed with 
their spoils, actually have begun to beleaguer fijrtified 
towns ; and now there is nothing loft for us, but to 
pray that, hke Ulysses, we may be devoured the last. 
What am I doing 1 I am selfishly pouring out my 
own sorrows, instead of listening to yours. 

“Nay, friend, you are talking of the sorrows of 
your country, not of your own. As for me I have no 
sorrow — only a despair: which, being irrcmodialdo, 
may well wait But you— oh, you must not stay hero. 
Why not escape to Alexandria 1 ” 

“I will die at my post as I have lived, the father 
of my people. When the last ruin comes, and Cyi^eno 
itself is besieged, I shall return thither from my present 
outpost, and the conquerors shall find the bishop in 
his place before the altar. There I have oflercd for 
years the unbloody sacrifice to Him, who will perhaps 
require of me a bloody one, that so tho sight of an 
altar polluted by the murder of His priest, may end 
the sum of Pentapolitan woe, and ai^ouso Him to 
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avenge His slauglitered sheep ! There, we will talk 
no more of it. This at least I have left in my power, 
to make you welcome. And after supj)er you shall 
tell me what brings you hither.” 

And the good bishop, calling his servant, set to 
work to show his guest such hospitality as the invaders 
had left in his power. 

KapliacFs usual insight had not deserted him when, 
in his utter perplexity, he went, almost instinctively, 
straight to Syncsius. The Bishop of Gyrene, to judge 
from the channing private letters which he has left, 
was one of those many-sided, volatile, restless men, 
who taste joy and sorrow, if not deeply or perma- 
nently, yet abundantly and passionately. He lived, 
as Uapluiel had told Orestes, in a whirlwind of good 
dooils, meddling and toiling for the mere pleasure of 
action ; and as soon as there was nothing to be done, 
which, till lately, had happened seldom enough wdili 
him, paid the penalty for past excitement in fits of 
mdanclndy, A mail of magniloquent and flowery 
stylo, not without a vein of self-conceit; yet withal 
of (wer-flowing kin<IIinoss, racy luiinour, and unflinch- 
ing courage, both physical and moral ; with a very 
clear practical faculty, and a very muddy speculative 
one— though, of course, like the rest of the world, ho 
was eKj)C(nally proud of liis own weakest side, and 
professed the most jmssionate affection for philosophic 
meditation ; while his detractors hinted, not without 
a sh<»w of reason, that ho was far more of an adept in 

YOU n. H n. 
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soldiering and dog-breaking than in the ni}\stciics of 
the unseen world. 

To him Eaphael betook himself, ho hardly knew 
why j certainly not for philosophic consolation ; per- 
haps because Synesius was, as Eaphael used ta say, 
the only Christian from whom he had ever heard a 
hearty laugh ; perhaps because he had some waj^vard 
hope, imconfessed even to himself, that ho might 
meet at Synesius’s house the very companions from 
whom ho had just fled. Ho was fluttering rouml 
Victoria’s now and strange brilliance like a moth 
round the candle, as he confessed, after sup]>er, his 
host ; and now he was come liither, on the chance rd 
being able to singe his wings once more. 

Not that his confession was extracted without 
much trouble to the good old man, who, seeing at 
once that Eaphael had some weight upon his mind, 
which he longed to tell, and yet was either too suspi- 
cious or too proud to toll, set himself to ferret otit the 
secret, and forgot all his sorrows for the time, as soon 
as he found a human being to whom ho miglit do 
good. But Eaphael was inoxplica])ly waywanl and 
unlike himself. All his smooth and shallow persiflage, 
oven his shrewd satiric humour had vanisliod, Jhj 
seemed parched by some inward fever; restless, morwly, 
abrupt, even peevish; and Synesius’s curiosity roM(5 
with his disappointment, as Eai^hael wont on obstin- 
ately declining to consult the very physician Jadoi’o 
whom he had presented himself as j)aticnt. 

“ And what can you do for mo, if I did tell you f ’ 
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‘‘Then allow me, my very dear friend, to ask this. 
AvS you deny having visited me on my own account, 
on what account did you visit me?” 

‘‘Can you ask? To enjoy the society of the most 
finished gentleman of Pentapolis.” 

“ And was that worth a week’s journey in perpetual 
<langcr of <leath ?” 

“As for danger of death, that weighs little •with a 
man who is careless of lifa And as for the week’s 
journey, I had a dream one niglit, on my way, which 
made mo question wliother I wore wise in troubling 
a Christian bishop with any thoughts or questions 
which relate merely to poor human beings like myself, 
who marry ami arc given in marriage.” 

“ You forgot, friend, that you arc speaking to one 
who has married, ami loved — and lost.” 

“1 did not. Put yon see how mule I am growing. 
I am no fit company for you, or any man. I ])cKevo 
I shall end l)y tuniing robber-chief, and heading a 
party of AusuriauH,” 

“Hut,” said the patient Synosins, “yon have for- 
gotten your dn^ani all this while.” 

“ Porgotton !— I did not promise to tell it you — 
did I r 

but as it seems to have contained some sort 
of uceusatimi against iny capacity, do you not think it 
but fair to bill the accused what it was?” 

llaphael smiltMb 

“Wi*II th(*u. . . . Ku]>pose T had dreamt this. 
That a philosopher, an ucmlcinic, and a believer in 
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nothing and in no man, had mot at Berenice certain 
rahbis of the Jews, and heard them reading and ex- 
pounding a certain book of Solomon — the Song of 
Songs. You, as a learned man, know into what sort 
of trumpery allogory they would contrive to twist it ; 
how the bride’s eyes were to mean the scribes who 
were full of wisdom, as the pools of Heshbon were of 
water ; and her stature spreading, like a palm-tree, the 
priests who spread out their hands when blessing the 
people ; and the left hand which should bo under her 
head, the Toj)hilim which these old pedants wore on 
their left wrists ; and the right hand which should 
hold her, the Mezuzah which they fixed on the right 
side of their doors to keep off devils ; and so forth.” 

“I have hoard such silly CabbaEsms, certainly,” 

“ You have ? Then suppose that I went on, and 
saw in my dream how this same academic and un- 
believer, being himseH also a Hebrew of the Hebrews, 
snatched the roll out of the rabbi’s hand, and told 
them that they wore a party of fools for trying to set 
forth what the book might possibly mean, before they 
had found out what it really did mean ; and that they 
could only find out that by looking honestly at tho 
plain words to see what Solomon meant by it And 
then, suppose that this same apostate Jew, this 
member of the synagogue of Satan, in his carnal and 
lawless imaginations, had waxed eloquent with the 
eloquence of devils, and told them, that tho book sot 
forth, to those who had eyes to sec, how Solomon the 
great king, with his throoscoro queens, and fourscore 
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ooncubincK, and virgins without number, forgets all 
his seraglio aiul his luxury in pure and noble love for 
the tuidefiled, who is but one j and how as liis eyes 
are opened to see that God made the one man for the 
one woman, and the one woman to the one man, even 
as it was in the ganlen of Eden, so all his heart and 
thoughts ])ecomo 2>nre, and gentle, and simjdc ; liow 
the song of the birds, and the scent of the gra2)cs, and 
the spicy southern gales, and all the simjdc country 
l)leasures of the glens of Lebanon, which ho shares 
witli his o^vn vine-<lresscrs and slaves, become more 
precious in his eyes than all his palaces and artificial 
pomp ; and the man feels that ho is in hamony, for 
the first time in his life, with the iinivei’so of God, 
and with the mystery of the scasrms; that within 
him, as well as witliout him, the winter is 2)ast, and 
the rain is ovesr and gone; tiio flowers aiiiicar on the 
earth, and tlie voice the turtle is heard in the land. 
. . . Ami 802*2)080 1 saw in my dream how the rabbis, 
when they heard those wickocl words, stoiiped their 
<jars with one accord, and ran upon that son of Belial 
and cast him out, because he blaspliomed their sacred 
liooks hy his carnal intoriirotations. And su2)posc— 
I only say siqiiioso — that I saw in my dream how the 
2n>or man sai<l in his heart, *1 will go to the Chiis- 
tiaiis ; they acknowledge the sacredntiss c»f this same 
book ; and they say that their God taught them that 
“in the lieginning <Jod made man, male and female.’^ 
Perhaps they will tell mo whether this Song of Songs 
does not, as it seems to mo to Jo, show the passage 
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upwards from brutal polygamy to that monogamy 
which they so solenmly command, and agree with me, 
that it is because the Song preaches this that it has 
a right to take its place among the holy writings V 
You, as a Christian bishop, should know what answer 
such a man would receive. ... You are silent 1 
Then I will tell you what answer he seemed to receive 
in my dream. * 0 blasphemous and carnal man, who 
pervertest Holy Scripture into a cloak for thine own 
licentiousness, as if it spoke of man's base and sensual 
affections, know that this book is to be spiritually 
interpreted of the marriage between the soul and its 
Creator, and that it is from this very book that the 
Catholic Church derives her strongest arguments in 
favour of holy virginity, and the glories of a celibate 
life.'” 

Synesius was still silent. 

“And what do you think I saw in my dream that 
that man did when he found these Christians enforc- 
ing, as a necessary article of practice, as well as of 
faith, a baseless and bombastic metaphor, borrowed 
from that very Neo-Platonism out of which he had 
just fled for his life ? He cursed the day he was born, 
and the hour in which his father was told, ‘Thou 
hast gotten a man-cidld,' and said, ‘Philosophers, 
Jews, and Christians, farewell for ever and a day ^ 
The clearest words of your most sacred books mean 
anything or nothing, as the case may suit your fancies ; 
and there is neither truth nor reason under the sun. 
What better is there for a man, than to follow the 
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example of his people, and to turn usurer, and money- 
getter, and cajoler of fools in his turn, even as his 
father was before him ? ’ ” 

Synesius remained a while in deep thought, and 
at last — 

‘‘And yet you came to me 

“ I did, because you have loved and married ; be- 
cause you have stood out manfully against this strange 
modern insanity, and refused to give up, when you 
were made a bishop, the wife whom God had given 
you. You, I thought, could solve the riddle for me, 
if any man could.” 

“Alas, friend! I have begun to distrust, of late, 
my power of solving riddles. Aiter all, why should 
they be solved ? What matters one more mystery in 
a world of mysteries ’I ‘ If thou marry, thou hast not 
sinned,’ are St Paul’s own words ; and let them be 
enough for us. Do not ask me to argue with you, 
but to help you. Instead of puzzling me with deep 
questions, and tempting mo to set up my private 
judgment, as I have done too often already, against 
the oirinion of the Church, tell me your story, and 
test my sjonpathy rather than my intellect. I shall 
feel with ^ou and work for you, doubt not, even 
though I am unable to explain to myself why I do it.” 

“ Then you cannot solve my riddle?” 

“Let me help you,” said Synesius with a sweet 
smile, “ to solve it for yourself. You need not try 
to deceive me. You have a love, an undefiled, who is 
but one. When you possess her, you will be able to 
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judge better whether your interpretation of the Song 
the true one ; and if you still think that it is, Synesius, 
at least, will have no quarrel against you. Ho has 
always claimed for himself the right of philosophising 
in private, and he will allow the same lil^erty to you, 
whether the mob do or not” 

“ Then you agree with me ? Of course you do ! ” 

‘‘Is it fair to ask me whether I accept a novel 
interpretation, which I have only heard five minutes 
ago, delivered in a somewhat hasty and rhetorical 
formi” 

“You are shirking the question,” sai<l Eaphacl, 
peevishly. 

“And what if lam? Tell me, point-ldank, most 
self “tormenting of men, can I help you in practice, 
even though I choose to leave you to yourself in 
speculation ?” 

“Well, then, if you will have my story, take it, 
and judge for yourself of Christian common sense.” 

And hurriedly, as if ashamed of his own confession, 
and yet compelled, in spite of himself, to unbosom it, 
he told Synesius all, from his first mooting with Vic- 
toria to his escape from her at Berenice. 

The good bishop, to Abon-Essra's surprise, seemed 
to treat the whole matter as infinitely amusing. He 
chuckled, smote his hand on his thigh, and nodded 
approval at every pause — ^perhaps to give the speaker 
courage— perhaps because ho really thought that 
RaphaeFs prospects wore considerably loss desperate 
than he fancied. . . . 
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“ If you laiigli at me, Syncsius, I am silent. It ^ 
quite enough to endure the humiliation of telling you 
that I am — confound it ! — ^liko any boy of sixteen.”^ 

“ Laugh at you? — with you, you mean. A convent? 
Pooh, pooh! The old Prefect has enough sense, I 
will warrant him, not to refuse a good match for liis 
child.’’ 

“ You forget that I have not the honour of being 
a Christian.” 

“Then we’ll make you one. You won’t let me 
convert you, I know ; you always used to gibe and 
jeer at my philosophy. But Augustine comes to- 
morrow.” 

“ Augustine ?” 

“ He does indeed ; and we must be off by daybreak, 
with all the armed men we can muster, to meet and 
escort him, and to hunt, of coume, going and coming ; 
for we have had no food this fortnight, but what our 
own dogs and bows have furnished us. He shall take 
you in hand, and cure you of all your Judaism in a 
week; and then just leave the rest to mo; I will 
manage it somehow or other. It is sure to come right. 
No ; do not be bashful It will bo real amusement 
to a poor wretch who can find nothing else to do — 
Heiglio! And as for lying xmdor an obligation to 
mo, why wo can square that by your lending mo 
three or four thousand gold incces — Heaven knows I 
want them ! — on the certainty of never seeing them 
again.” 

liaphaol could not help laughing in Ins turn. 
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Synesius is himself still, I see, and not unworthy 
of liis ancestor Hercules ; and though he shiinks from 
cleansing the Augean stable of my soul, pa-vvs like the 
war-horse in the valley at the hope of undertaking 
any lesser labours in my behalf. But, my dear 
generous bishop, this matter is more serious, and 1, 
the subject of it, have become more senous also, than 
you fancy. Consider: by the uncoiTupt honour of 
your Spartan forefathers, Agis, Brasidas, and the rent 
of them, don^t you think that you are, in your hasty 
kindness, tempting me to behave in a way which they 
would have called somewhat rascally 

‘‘ How then, my dear man ! You have a very hon- 
ourable and praiseworthy desire; and I am willing 
to help you to compass it.” 

<‘Do you think that I have not cast about before 
now for more than one method of compassing it for 
myself 1 My good man, I have been tempted a dossen 
times already to turn Christian : but there has rise!! 
up in me the strangest fancy about ccmscience and 
honour. ... I never was scrupulous before. Heaven 
knows— I am not over-scnipulous now — except al»ont 
her. I cannot dissemble before lien I dare not look 
in her face when I had a lie in my right hand . . . 
She looks through one— into one— like a clear-eyed 
awful goddess. ... I never was ashamed in my life 
till my eyes mot hers.” . . . 

“But if you really became a Christian V 
“I cannot. I should suspect my own motives. 
Hero is another of these absurd soul-anatomising 
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scruples which have risen up in mo. I should suspect 
that I had changed my creed becaiise I wished to 
change it — that if I was not deceiving her I was 
deceiving myself. If I had not loved her it might 
have been different : but now — ^just because I do love 
her, I will not, I dare not, listen to Aiigustino^s argu- 
ments, or my own thoughts on the matter.'' 

‘‘Most wayward of men!" cried Synesius, half 
peevishly; “you seem to take some perverse pleasure 
in throwing yourself into the waves again, the instant 
you have climbed a rock of refuge !” 

“Pleasured Is there any pleasure in feeling one- 
self at death-grips with the deviH I had given up 
believing in him for many a year. . , . And behold, 
the moment that I awaken to anything noble and 
right, I find the old seipent alive and strong at my 
throat I No wonder that I suspect him, you, myself 
— I, who have been tempted, every hour in the last 
week, temptations to become a devil. Ay," ho went 
on, raising his voice, as all the fire of his intense 
Eastern nature flashed from his black eyes, “to bo a 
devil! Prom my childhood till now never have I 
known what it was to desire and not to possess. It 
is not often that I have had to trouble any poor 
NalDoth for his vineyard : but when I have taken a 
fancy to it, Naboth has always found it wiser to give 
way. And now. . . . T)o you fancy that I have not 
had a dozen hellish plots flashing across mo in the 
last week! Look hero! This is the mortgage of 
her father's whole estate. I bought it — whether by 
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the instigation of Satan or of God — of u ]>aiikor in 
Berenice, the very day I left them; and now they, 
and every straw which they possess, arc in my power, 
I can ruin them — sell them as slaves — betray them 
death as rebels — and last, but not least, cannot I hire 
a dozen worthy men to carry her off, and cut ilm 
Gordian knot most simply and summarily? And 
yet I dare not. I must be pure to approach tlui 
pure ; and righteous, to kiss the feet of the righteous. 
Whence came this new conscience to mo I know not, 
but come it has; and I dare no more do a huso tiling 
toward her, than I dare toward a God, if thcr<i be 
ona This very mortgage — I hate it, curse it, now 
that I possess it — the tempting devil !’* 

Bum it,” said Synesius, quietly, 

“ Perhaps I may. At least, used it never shall bo. 
Compel her? I am too proud, or too honourable, or 
something or other, even to solicit her. She imiMt 
come to me ; tell mo with her own lips that she loves 
me, that she will take me, and make nm worthy of 
her. She must have mercy on mo, of her own free 
will, or — ^let her pine and die in that accurni^il piinon ; 
and then a scratch with the trusty old <lagger for her 
father, and another for myself, will save him from 
any more superstitions, and mo from any more phihi^ 
sophic doubts, for a few aeons of ages, till we skirt 
again in new lives — ^he, I suppose, as a jackass, and I 
as a baboon. What matter? l>ut unless I possess lier 
by fair means, God do so to mo, and more also, if 1 
attempt base ones !” 
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“ God bo with you, my son, in the noble warfare !” 
said Synesius, his eyes filling with kindly tears. 

It is no noble warfare at all It is a base cowai’d 
fear, in one who never before feared man or devil, 
and is now fallen low enough to be afraid of a helpless 
girl!” 

“Not so,’’ cried Synesius, in his turn; “it is a noble 
and a holy fear. You fear her goodness. Could you 
see her goodness, much less fear it, were there not a 
Divine Light within you which showed you what, and 
how awful, goodness was ? Tell me no more, Raphael 
Aben-Ezra, that you do not fear God; for he who 
fears Virtue, fears Him whose likeness Virtue is. Go 
on — go on. . . . Be brave, and His strength will be 
made manifest in your weakness.” 

It was late that night before Synesius compelled 
his guest to retire, after having warned him not to 
disturb himself if he heard the alarm-bell ring, as the 
house was weU garrisoned, and having set the water- 
clock by which he and his servants measured their 
respective watches. And then the good bishop, hav- 
ing disposed his sentinels, took his station on the top 
of his tower, close by the warning-bell ; and as he 
looked out over the broad lands of his forefathers, 
and prayed that their desolation might come to an 
end at last, he did not forget to pray for the desola- 
tion of the guest who slept below, a happier and more 
healthy slumber than he had known for many a week. 
For before Raphael lay down that night, he had torn 
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to shreds Majoricus’s mortgage, and felt a lighter and 
a better man as he saw the cunning temptation con- 
suming scrap by scrap in the larap-flame. And then, 
wearied out with fatigue of body and mind, ho forgot 
Synesius, Victoria, and the rest, and seemed to liim- 
self to wander all night among the vine-clad glens oi 
Lebanon, amid the gardens of lilies, an<I the beds of 
spices; while shepherds' music lured him on and on, 
and girlish voices, chanting the mystic idyl of his 
mighty ancestor, rang soft and fitful through liis 
weary brain. 

Before sunrise the next morning, Raphael was 
faring forth gallantly, well armed and mountcul, by 
Synesius’s side, followed by four or five hram of tall 
brush-tailed greyhounds, and by the faithful Bran, 
whose lop-ears and heavy jaws, unicpio in that laml 
of prick-ears and fox-nosos, formed the absoi’bing 
subject of conversation among some twenty smart I’ii' 
tamers, who, armed to the teeth for chase and war, 
rode behind the bishop on half-starved niw-bomul 
horses, inured by desert training ami luid tiimvs to di» 
the maximum of work upon the minimum of food. 

For the first few miles they rode in sihujccs through 
ruined villages and desolated farms, from which Imre 
and there a single inhabitant peoj>od forth f<m*fully, 
to pour his tale of woe into the ears of tho hapless 
bishop, and then, instead of asking alms from him, 
to entreat his acceptance of some paltry remnant of 
grain or poultry, which had escaped tlm Imnds of the 
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maraTiders; and as they dung to his hands, and 
l)lessc<l him as their only hope and stay, poor Synesius 
heard patiently again and again the same purposeless 
tale of 'vvoe, and mingled his tears with theirs, and 
then spurred liis horse on impatiently, as if to escape 
from the sight of misery which he could not relieve ; 
while a voice in EaphaeFs heart seemed to ask him 
— “Why was thy wealth given to thee, but that 
thou mightest dry, if but for a day, such tears as 
these r' 

And he fell into a meditation which was not with- 
otit its fruit in due season, but which lasted till they 
liad loft the enclosed country, and were diinbing the 
slopes of the low rolling hills, over which lay the road 
from the distant sea. But as they left tlie signs of 
war bohiml them, the volatile temper of the gootl 
bishoi> began to rise. lie ])etted his hounds, diattcd 
to his men, discoursed on the most probable <piarter 
for fin<ling game, and exhorted them clieorfully enough 
to play the man, as their chance of liaving anything 
to eat at night depended entirely on their prowess 
<luring the <lay 

“Ah P' said Eaphaol at last, glad of a pretext for 
breaking his own cliain of painful thought, “there is 
a vein of ycuir land-salt. I suspect that you were all 
at tlio bottom of the sea once, ami that the old hlartli- 
shaker Nei)tune, tired of your bad ways, gave you a 
lift one morning, and sot you up as dry land, in f)i‘<ler 
to bo rid of youP’ 

“It may really bo so. They say that ihe Argo- 
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nauts returned back through this country from the 
Southern Ocean, which must have been therefore far 
nearer us than it is now, and that they carried their 
mystic vessel over these very hills to the Syrtia 
However, we have forgotten all about the sea tho- 
roughly enough since that time. I well remember 
my first astonishment at the sight of a galley in 
Alexandria, and the roar of laughter with which my 
fellow-students greeted my not unreasonable remark, 
that it looked very like a centipede,” 

“And do you recollect, too, the argument whicli 1 
had once with your steward about the pickled fish 
which I brought you from Egypt; and the way iji 
which, when the jar was opened, the servants shrieked 
and ran right and left, declaring that the fish-bones 
were the spines of poisonous serpents?” 

“The old fellow is as obstinate as over, I assure 
you, in his disbelief in salt water. Ho torments mo 
continually by asking me to tell him the story of my 
shipwreck, and does not believe mo after all, though 
he has heard it a dozen times. ‘Sir,’ ho said to mo, 
solemnly, after you were gone, ‘will that strangti 
gentleman pretend to persuade mo that anything 
eatable can come out of his groat pond there at Alex- 
andria, when every one can see that the best fountain 
in the country never breeds anything but frogs and 
leeches V ” 

As he spoke they left the last field behind them, 
and entered upon a vast shoot of breezy down, spettklod 
with shrubs and copse, and split hero an<l there by 
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rocky glens, ending in fertile valleys, once thick with 
farms and homesteads. 

“Here,’’ cried Synesius, “are our hunting-grounds. 
And now for one hour’s forgetfulness, and the joys of 
the noble ai*t. What could old Homer have been 
tWking of when he forgot to number it among the 
pursuits which are glorious to heroes, and make man 
illustrious, and yet could laud in those veiy words the 
foriun V’ 

“ The forum f ’ said EaphaeL “ I never saw it yet 
make men anything but rascals.” 

“Brazen-faced rascals, my fiiend. I detest the 
whole breed of lawyers, and never meet one mthout 
turning him into ridicule; effeminate pettifoggers, 
who shudder at the very sight of roast venison, when 
they think of the dangers by which it has been pro- 
cured. But it is a cowardly age, my friend — a 
cowardly ago. Lot us forget it, and ourselves.” 

“ And oven philosoi>hy and Hypatia!” said Eaphael, 
archly. 

“ I have done with philosophy. To fight like an 
Horacloid, and to dio like a bishop, is all I liave left 
— except Hyiiatia, the perfect^ tlie wise 1 I tell you, 
friend, it is a comfort to mo, even in my deepest 
misery, to recollect that the corrupt world yet holds 
one being so divine ” 

And he was running on in one of his high-flown 
laudations of his idol, when Raphael checked him. 

“I fear our common sympathy on that subject is 

VOL. It I 
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rather weakened. I have began to doubt her lately 
nearly as much as I doubt philosophy.” 

‘‘ Not her virtue 

“No, friend; nor her beauty, nor her wisdom; 
simply her power of making me a better man. A 
selfish criterion, you will say. Be it so. . . . "What a 
noble horse that is of yours !” 

“He has been— he has been; but worn out now, 
like his master and his master’s fortunes.” . . . 

“Not so, certainly, the colt on which you have 
done me the honour to mount me.” 

“Ah, my poor boy’s pet! . . . You ai'o the first 
person who has crossed him since ” 

“Is he of your own breeding?” asked Eaphacl, 
trying to turn the conversation. 

“A cross between that white Nisjean which you 
sent me, and one of my own mares.” 

“ Not a bad cross ; though he keeps a little of the 
bull head and greyhound flank of your Africans.” 

“So much the better, friend. Give mo bone-- 
bone and endurance for this rough down country. 
Your delicate Niseeans are all very well for a few 
minutes over those flat sands of Egypt : but hero }^>u 
need a horse who will go forty miles a day over rough 
and smooth, and dine thankfully off thistles at night* 
Aha, poor little man 1” — as a jerboa sprang up from a 
tuft of bushes at his feet — “I fear you must help to 
fill our soup-kettle in these hard times,” 

And with a dexterous sweep of his long whip, the 
worthy bishop entangled the jerboa’s long logs, whisked 
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him up to his saddle-bow, and delivered liim to the 
groom and the game-bag. 

** Kill him at once. Don’t let him squeak, boy ! — 
ho cries too like a child.” . . . 

“ Poor little wretch ! ” said Raphael. Wliat 
more nght, now, have we to eat him than he to cat 
usl” 

“Eh? . If he can cat us, let lum try. How long 
have you joined the Manichees?” 

“ Have no fears on that score. But, as I told you, 
since my wonderful conversion by Bran, the dog, I 
have begun to hold dumb animals in respect, as 
probably quite as good as myself.” 

“Then you need a further conversion, friend 
Raphael, and to learn what is the diginty of man ; 
and when that arrives, you will learn to believe, with 
mo, that the life of every beast upon the face of the 
earth would 1)0 a cheap price to pay in exchange for 
tho life of the meanest human being.” 

“ Yes, if they bo required for food : but ideally, to 
kill them for our amusement I” 

“Friend, when I was still a heathen, I recollect 
well how I used to haggle at that story of tho cursing 
of tho fig-troo ; but when I learnt to know what man 
was, and that I had boon all my life mistaking for a 
part of nature that race which was originally, and can 
bo again, made in tho likeness of God, then I began 
to SCO that it wore well if every fig-tree tipon earth 
were cursed, if tho spirit of one man coul<l be taught 
thereby a single lesson. And so I speak of these, my 
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darling field-sports, on which I have not been Ubhamod, 
as you know, to write a book.*' 

“And a very charming one : yet you were Btill a 
pagan, recollect, when you wrote it.” 

“I was; and then I followed the chaso by mci^o 
nature and inclination. But now I know I have a 
right to follow it, because it gives me endurance, 
promptness, courage, self-control, as well as health 
and cheerfulness : and therefore — ^Ali ! a fresh ostrich- 
track !” 

And stopping short, Synesius began pricking slowly 
up the hill-side. 

“Back!” whispered he, at last “Quietly and 
silently. Lie down on your horse’s neck, as I do, or 
the long-necked rogues may see you. They must bo 
close to us over the brow. I know that favourite 
grassy slope of old. Round under yon hill, or they 
will get wind of us, and then farewell to them 1” 

And Synesius and his groom cantered on, hanging 
each to their horses’ necks by an arm and a log, in a 
way which Raphael endeavoured in vain to imitate. 

Two or three minutes more of breathless silence 
brought them to the edge of the hill, whore Synesius 
halted, peered down a moment, and then turne<l to 
Raphael, his face and limbs quivering with delight, as 
he held up two fingers, to denote the number of the 
birds. 

“ Out of arrow-range ! Slip the dogs, Syphax 1” 

And in another minute Raphael found liimaclf 
galloping headlong down the hiU, while two magnifi- 
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cent ostriches, their outspread plumes waging in the 
bright breeze, tlioir necks stooped almost to the 
ground, and their long legs flashing out behind them, 
were sweeping away before the greyhounds at a pace 
which no mortal horse could have held for ten minutes. 

^*Baby that I am stilll” cried Synesius, tears of 
excitement glittering in his eyes ; - . . while Eaphacl 
gave himself up to the joy, and forgot even Victoria, 
in the breathless rush over rock and bush, sandhill 
and watercourse. 

“Take care of that dry torrent-bod ! Hold 
old horse! This will not last two minutes more. 
Tliey cannot hold their pace against this breeze. . . , 
Well tried, good <log, though you did miss liim ! Ah, 
that my l)oy were lujro I There — they double. Sju'cad 
right and loft, my chihlren, and i*idc at them as they 
pass 

And the ostriches, unable, as Ryncsius said, to kccj> 
ihetr pace against the breeze, turne<l shai‘i> on their 
pursuoi’s, and beating the air with outspread wings, 
(uinio down the wind again, at a rate oven more 
wonderfid tlian before. 

Hide at him, Raphael — ride at liim, and turn him 
into those bushes!” cried Synesius, fitting an arrow 
to his bow* 

Rapliael obeyed, and the bird swerved into the 
low B<^rnb ; the well-trained horse leapt at him like a 
eat; ami Kajdniol, who dare not trust liis skill in 
archery, struck with Ins whip at the long nock as it 
struggled ]»ast him, ami felled the noldc quarry to the 
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ground He was in the act of springing down to 
secure his prize, when a shout from Synesins stopped 
him. 

“ Are yon mad ‘I He will kick out your heart! 
Let the dogs hold him I” 

“ Where is the other V asked Raphael, panting. 

“Where he ought to be. I have not missed a 
running shot for many a month.” 

“Really, you rival the Emperor Commodus him- 
self.” 

“ Ah ! I tried his fancy of crescent-headed arrows 
once, and decapitated an ostrich or two tolerably : but 
they are only fit for the amphitheatre : they will not 
lie safely in the quiver on horseback, I find But 
what is that?” And ho pointed to a cloud of white 
dust, about a mile down the valley. ** A herd of ante- 
lopes 1 If so, God is indeed gracious to us ! Como 
down — whatsoever they are, wo have no time to 
lose.” 

And collecting his scattered forces, Syncsius pushed 
on rapidly towards the object which had attracted 
his attention. 

“Antelopes 1” cried one. 

“Wild horses 1” cried another. 

“Tame ones, rather!” cried Syncsius, with a 
gesture of wrath. “ I saw the flash of arms !” 

“ The Ausurians !” And a yell of rage rang from 
the whole troop, 

“ Will you follow me, children ?” 

“ To death !” shouted they 
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“ I know it. Oil that I had soyon hiindred of you, 
as Abiuham had ! Wo would sec then whether those 
scoundrels did not share, within a week, the fate of 
Ohcdorlaomer’s. ” 

‘‘Happy man, who can actually tmst your own 
slaves !” said Raphael, as the party galloped on, tight- 
ening their girdles and getting ready their weapons. 

“ Slaves 1 If the law gives me the power of selling 
one or two of them who are not yet 'wise enough to he 
trusted to take care of themselves, it is a fact which 
1)Oth I and they have long forgotten. Their fathers 
grow gi’oy at my father’s table, and God gi*ant that 
they may grow grey at mine ! Wo eat together, 
work together, hunt together, fight together, jest to- 
gether, and weep together. God liclp us all ! for wo 
have hut one common weal. Now — do you make out 
the enemy, hoys f ’ 

“ Ausurians, your Holiness. The same party who 
tried Myrsinitis last week. I know them by the 
hchnots which they took from the Markmon.” 

“And with whom are they fighting?” 

No one could see. Fighting they certainly wore : 
)>ut their victims wore hoyond them, and the party 
galloped on. 

“That was a smart business at Myrsinitis. The 
Ausurians appeared while the people were morning 
])rayors. The soldiers, of course, ran f < >y thei r li ves, and 
hi<l in the cavenis, leaving the matter to the priests.” 

“If they wore of your pr<‘sbytcry, I doubt not 
they proved themselves worthy of their diocesan.” 
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‘‘Ah, if all my jirieftta were but like them ! or Jny 
i^cople cither!” said Synosius, cliatting quietly in full 
gallop, like a true son of the saddle* “ Tliey offered 
up prayers for victory, sallied out at the liead of the 
peasants, and met the Moors in a naiTow pass. There 
their hearts failed them a little. Faustns, the dea- 
con, makes tliem a speech ; charges the lea<ler of the 
ro}>])crs, like young David, witli a stone, l»eais his 
brains out therewith, strip.s liim in true Honieritj 
fashion, and routs the Ausurians with their leailor’s 
sword; i*eturns and erects a ti‘ophy in diu^ c]assi<** 
foiin, iuid saves the whole valley.” 

“You should make him archdeacon.” 

“J would send him and In's townsfolk round the 
province, if I could, crowned with laurel, and proclaim 
before tliom at every inarki^i-place, **111080 are men 
of (}od.’ With whom can those AusuriaiiB he d(*ab 
ing? Peasants would Iiavit been all killed long ago, 
and soldiers >V(aild have run away huig ago. It is 
truly a portent in this country to see a fight last ten 
minute* Who (*an th<*yl)o? I see them now, ami 
hewing away like men Uuk They are all on hwtt but 
two; and we have not acoliort of infantry left for 
many a mile rouml.” 

“I know who they are!” cried Itaphaol, suddenly 
striking spurs into liis borso. “ I will swear U) tliat 
annonr among a thousand. And there is a litter in 
the midst of thorn* On I and fights men, if y(ui over 
fought in your lives 1 ” 

“Hoftly !” cried Hynosiua “Trust an old sohlier, 
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and perhaps — alas I that he should have to say it — 
the host left in this -wTetched country. Bound Ijy 
the hollo'vv', and take the barbarians suddenly in flank. 
They will not see us then till wo are within twenty 
paces of them. Aha ! you have a thing or two to 
learn yet, Aben-Ezra.” 

And chuckling at the prospect of action, the gallant 
bishop wheeled his little troo2>, and in five niiiuites 
nu>re dashed out of the copse with a shout and a 
flight of atTOWs, an<l rushed into the thickest of the 
light. 

One cavalry skirmish must be very like anotlier. 
A crash of horses, a flashing of sword-blades, five 
minutes of Iflind confusion, and then those who have 
not boon knocked out of their saddles by their neigh- 
bours’ knees, and have not cut off their own horses’ 
heads instead of their enemy’s, find themselves, they 
know not how, cither running away or being run 
away froju — not one blow in ten having taken efiect 
on either side. And oven so Baphael, having made 
vain attempts to cut down several Moors, found 
himself standing on his head in an altogether undig- 
nified posture, among innumerable horses’ legs, in all 
possible frantic motions. To avoid one was to got 
in the Avay of another ; so ho philosophically sat still, 
speculatiiig on the sensation of having his brains 
kicked out, till the cloud of legs vanished, and he 
fouiul liimsolf kneeling al)jectly opposite the nose of a 
mule, on whose back sat, iittorly unxnoved, a tall and 
nworend man, in episcopal costume, The stranger, 
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instead of bursting out laughing, as Eaphael did, 
solemnly lifted his hand, and gave him his blessing. 
The Jew sprang to his feet, heedless of all such 
courtesies, and, looking round, saw the Ausurians 
galloping off up the hill in scattered groups, and 
Synesius standing close by him, wiping a bloody sword, 

“Is the litter safe f’ were his first words, 

“ Safe j and so are all. I gave you up for killed, 
when I saw you run through with that lance.” 

“Eun through'? 1 am as sound in the hide as a 
crocodile,” said Eaphael, laughing. 

“Probably the fellow took the butt instead of the 
point, in his hurry. So goes a cavalry scuffle. I saw 
you hit three or four fellows running with the flat of 
your sword.” 

“Ah, that explains,” said Raphael “Why, I 
thought myself once the best swordsman on the 
Armenian frontier.” . . . 

“I suspect that you were thinking of some one 
besides the Moors,” said Synesius, archly pointing to 
,the litter ; and Raphael, for the first time for many a 
year, blushed like a boy of fifteen, and then turned 
haughtily away, and remounted his horse, saying, 
“ Clumsy fool that I was !” 

“ Thank God rather that you have boon kept from 
the shedding of blood,” said the stranger bishop, in a 
soft, deliberate voice, with a peculiarly clear an<l 
delicate enunciation. “If God have given us the 
victory, why grudge His having spared any other of 
His creatures besides ourselves 
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“Because there are so many the more of thena 
left to ravish, hum, and slay,” answered Synesius. 
“Nevertheless, I am not going to argue with Augus- 
tine.” 

Augustine ! Raphael looked intently at the man, 
a tall, delicate-featured personage, %vith a lofty and 
narrow forehead, scarred like his cheeks with the deep 
furrows of many a doubt and woe. Resolve, gentle 
but unbending, was expressed in his thin close-set lips 
and his clear quiet eye ; but the calm of his mighty 
countenance was the calm of a worn-out volcano, over 
which centuries must pass before the earthquake- 
rents be filled with kindly soil, and the cinder-slopes 
grow gay with grass and flowers. The Jew’s thoughts, 
however, wore soon turned into another channel by 
the hearty embraces of Majoricus and his son. 

“We have caught you again, you truant 1” said 
the young Tribune ; “ you could not escape us, you 
see, after all.” 

“Rather,” said the father, “wo owe him a second 
debt of gratitude for a second deliverance, Wo wore 
nght hard bested when you rode up.” 

“ Oh, ho brings nothing but good with him when- 
ever ho appears ; and then he protends to be a bird 
of ill omen,” sai<l the light-hearted Tribune, putting 
his armour to rights. 

liaphaol was in his secret heart not sorry to find 
that his old friends boro him no grudge for his caprice : 
but all be answered was — 

“Pray thank any one but mo; I have, as usual, 
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proved myself a fooL But what brings you licre, liko 
Gods e Machind? It is contrary to all pro! Kibili ties. 
One would not admit so astounding an incident, even 
in the modern drama.” 

Contrary to none whatsoever, my friend. We 
found Augustine at Berenice, in act to set off to 8yne- 
sius ; we — one of us, that is — were certain that you 
would be found with him ; and we decided on acting 
as Augustine’s guard, for none of the dastard garrismi 
dare stir out.” 

<‘One of us,” thought Eaphacl, — “ whicli one?” 
And, conquering his 2)ride, he aske<I, as carelessly us 
he could, for Victoria. 

. ‘‘She is there in the litter, poor child !” said her 
father, in a serious tone. 

“Surely, not illf’ 

“Alas! either the ovorwrouglit excitement of 
months of heroism broke down when she found us 

safe at last, or some stroke from Go<l . . . Who 

can tell what I may not have deserved Hut she has 

been utterly prostrate in body and miud, ever 
we parted from you at Berenice.” 

The blunt soldioi' little guessed tlio meaniug of 
his own words. But Eaphaol, as lie heat'd, fe.lt a pattg 
shoot through his heart, too keen for liini to tliseern 
whether it sprang from joy or from tlespjiir. 

“Come,” cried the cheerful voice of Hyaesius, 
come, Aben-Ezra; you have knelt for AugUHtiini’H 
blessing already, and now you must out(*.r mia i\w 
fruition of it. Come, yon two pliiloH(q»li(‘rH must 
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know each other. Most holy, I entreat you to preach 
to this friend of mine, at once the wisest and the 
foolishest of men.” 

‘‘Only the latter,” said Eaphael; “but open to 
any speech of Augustine’s, at least when we are safe 
home, and game enough for Synesius’s new guests 
killed.” 

And turning away, he rode silent and sullen by 
the side of his companions, who began at once to 
consult together as to the plans of Majoricus and his 
soldiers. 

In spite of himself, Eaphael soon became interested 
in Augustine’s conversation. He entered into the 
subject of Cyrenian misrule and ruin as heartily and 
shrewdly as any man of the world ; and when all the 
rest wore at a loss, the prompt practical hint which 
cleared up the difficulty was certain to come from him. 
It was by his advice that Majoricus had brought his 
soldiery hither ; it was his proposal that they should 
be employed for a fixed period in defending these 
remote southern boundaries of the province; he 
checked the impetuosity of Synesius, cheered the 
despair of Majoricus, appealed to the honour and the 
Christianity of the soldiers, and seemed to have a 
word — and that the right word — ^for every man ; and 
after a while, Aben-Ezra quite forgot the stiffness and 
deliberation of his manner, and the quaint use of 
Scripture texts in far-fetched illustrations of every 
opinion which he propounded. It had seemed at first 
a mere affectation ; but the arguments which it was 
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know each other. Most holy, I entreat you to preach 
to this friend of mine, at once the wisest and the 
foolishest of men/^ 

“Only the latter/^ said Eaphael; “hut open to 
any speech of Augustine’s, at least when wo arc safe 
homo, and game enough for Synesius’s new guests 
Idlled.” 

And turning away, he rode silent and sullen by 
tlio side of his comj)anions, who began at once to 
consult together as to the plans of Majoriciis and his 
soldiers. 

In spite of himself, Eaphaol soon became interested 
in Augustine’s conversation. He entered into the 
subject of Cyi'ouian mismle and ruin as heartily and 
shrewdly as any man of the world ; and when all die 
rest were at a loss, the prompt practical hint which 
cleare<l up the difficulty was certain to come from him. 
It was by his advice that Majoricus had brought his 
Hoklicry hither ; it Wfis liis proposal that they should 
bo employed for a fixed period in defending those 
remote southom boundaries of the province ^ he 
chocked the impetuosity of Syncsius, cheered the 
despair of Majoricus, appealed to the honour and the 
Christianity of the soldiers, and seemed to have a 
word — and that the right word — ^for every man ; and 
after a while, Abon-Ezra quite forgot the stiffness and 
deliberation of his manner, and the quaint use of 
Scripture texts in far-fetched illustrations of every 
opinion which ho propounded. It had seemed at first 
a mere affectation ; but the arguments which it was 
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employed to enforce were in themselves so nioderatis 
and so rational, that Eaphael began to feel, little by 
little, that his apparent pedantry was only the result 
of a wish to refer every matter, even the most vulgar, 
to some deep and divine rule of right and wrong. 

“But you forget all this while, my friends,” said 
Majoricus at last, “ the danger which you incur by 
sheltering proclaimed rebels.” 

“The King of kings has forgiven your rebellion, 
in that while He has punished you by the loss of your 
lands and honours, He has given you your life for a 
prey in this city of refuge. It remains for you to 
bring forth worthy fruits of penitence ; of wdiich 1 
know none better than those which John tho Baptist 
commanded to the soldiery of old, ‘ Do no violence 
to any man, and be content with your wages.’” 

“As for rebels and rebellion,” said Synesius, “they 
are matters unknown among usj for whore there is 
no king there can be no rebellion. Whosoever mil 
help us against Ausurians is loyal in our eyes. Aiul 
as for our political creed, it is simple enough—* namely, 
that the emperor never dies, and tliat his name m 
Agamemnon, who fought at Troy ; which uuy of my 
grooms will prove to you syllogistically enough to 
satisfy Augustine himself. As thus — 

“Agamemnon was tho greatest and tho host of 
kings. 

“ The emperor is the greatest and tho best of kings. 

“Therefore, Agamemnon is the emperor, and con- 
versely.” 
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“ It had been well,” said Augustine, with a grave 
smile, “if some of our friends had liold the same 
doctrine, even at the Gxi)ense of their logic.” 

“ Or if,” answered Synesius, “ they believed with 
us, that the emperor’s chamberlain is a clever old man, 
^vith a bald head like my owm, Ulysses by name, who 
was rewarded with the prefecture of all lands north 
of the Mediterranean, for j>utting out the Cyclop’s 
eye two years ago. Ilo'wever, enough of this. But, 
you see, you are not in any extreme danger of 
informci^s and intriguers. . . . The real difficulty is, 
how you will l>o able to obey Augustine, by being 
content with your wages. For,” lowering his voice, 
“you will get literally none.” 

“ It will be as much iis wo dcsciwc,” said the young 
Tribune ; “ but my fellows have a trick of eating ” 

“ They are welcome, then, to all deer and ostriches 
which they can catch. But I am not only penniless, 
but reduced myself to live, like the Liestiygons, on 
meat an<l nothing else j all crops and stocks for miles 
round being either burnt oi' carried olf.” 

“E nihilo nihil!” said Augustine, liavhig nothing 
else to say. But hero Eaphacl woke up on a sudden 
with — 

“Did the Bontapolitan wdxeat-ships go to Komo?” 

“No; Orestes stopped them when ho stopped the 
Alexamlrian convoy.” 

“ Then the Jews have tlic wheat, tnist them for it; 
and what tliey have 1 have. There are cerkdn monies 
of mine lying at interest in the seaports, which will 
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set} that matter to rights for a month or two. I)<> 
you find an escort to-morrow, and I will find wheat.” 

‘‘But, most generous of friends, I can neither 
repay you interest nor principal” 

“Be it so. I have spent so much money during 
the last thirty years in doing nothing but evil, that 
it is hard if I may not at last spend a little in doing 
good. — ^Unless his Holiness of Hippo thinks it wrong 
for you to accept the good will of an infidel 

“Which of these three,” said Augustine, “was 
neighbour to him who fell among thieves, but ho wlio 
had mercy on liim ? Verily, my friend Raphael Abcn- 
Ezra, thou art not far from the kingdom of God.” 

“ Of which God asked Raphael, slily. 

“Of the God of thy forefather Abraham, whom 
thou shalt hear us worship this evening, if lie will. 
Synesius, have you a church wherein I can perform 
the evening service, and give a word of exhortation 
to these my children 

Synesius sighed. “There is a ruin, which was 
last month a church.” 

“ And is one still Man did not place there tho 
presence of God, and man cannot expel it.” 

And so, sending out hunting-parties right and left 
in chase of everything which ha<l animal life, and 
picking up before nightfall a tolerably abundant 
supply of game, they went homewards, whore Victoria 
was intrusted to the care of Syncsius's old stewardess, 
and the soldiery were marched straight into tho 
church ; Avhile Synesius's servants, to whom the Latin 
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service would have been unintelligible, busied them- 
selves in cooking the still warm game. 

Strangely enough it sounded to Raphael that 
evening, to hear, among those smoke-grimed pillars 
and fallen rafters, the grand old Hebrew psalms of 
his nation ring aloft, to the very chants, too, which 
wore said by the Rabbi to have been used in the 
Temple-worship of Jerusalem. . . . They, and the 
invocations, thanksgivings, blessings, the very out- 
ward ceremonial itself, were all Hebraic, redolent of 
the thoughts, the words of his own ancestors. That 
lesson from the book of Proverbs, which Augustine^s 
deacon was reading in Latin — the blood of the man 
who wi*ot 0 these words was flowing in Aben-EzraVs 
vcina . , . Was it a mistake, an hypocrisy? or were 
they indeed worshipping, as they fancied, the Ancient 
One who spoke face to face mth his forefathers, the 
Arcluitype of man, the friend of Abraham and of 
Israel 1 

And now the sennon began; and as Augustine 
stood for a irxomont in prayer in front of the ruined 
altar, every furrow in his worn face lit up by a ray of 
moonlight which streamed in through the broken roof, 
Raphael waited impatiently for his speech. What 
would he, the refined dialectician, the ancient teacher 
of heathen rhetoric, the courtly an<l learned student, 
the ascetic colibato and theosopher, have to say to 
those coarse war-worn soldiers, Thracians and Mark- 
men, Gauls and Belgians, who sat watching there, 
with those sod oarnost faces ? What one thought or 

VOL. IL K K. 
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feeling in common could there be between Augustine 
and his congregation 

At last, after signing himself with the cross, ho 
began. The subject was one of the psalms which liad 
just been read — a battle psalm, concerning Moab and 
Amalek, and the old border wars of Palestine, T^'hat 
would he make of that I 

He seemed to start lamely enough, in spite of the 
exquisite grace of his voice, and manner, and language, 
and the epigrammatic terseness of every sentence. 
He spent some minutes over the inscription of the 
Psalm — allegorised it — made it mean something wliich 
it never did mean in the writer’s mind, and which it, 
as Eaphael well knew, never could mean, for his inter- 
pretation was founded on a sheer mis -translation. 
He punned on the Latin version — derived the meaning 
of Hebrew words from Latin etymologies. . , , An<l uh 
he went on with the psalm itself, the commoti sense 
of David seemed to evaporate in mysticism. The 
most fantastic and far-fetched illustrations, drawn 
from the commonest objects, alternated whh mysteri- 
ous theosophic dogma Whore was that learning for 
which he was so famed ? Wlioro was that reverence 
for the old Hebrew Scriptures which he j^rofessetH 
He was treating David as ill as Hypatia used to treat 
Homer-— worse even than old Philo did, when in the 
home life of the old Patriarchs, and in the mighty 
acts of Moses and Joshua^ ho could find nothing but 
s|)iritual allegories wherewith to pamper the private 
experiences of the secluded theosophist And Eaphael 
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felt very much inclined to get up and go away, and 
still more inclined to say, with a smile, in his haste, 
‘‘All men arc liars.” . . . 

And yet, what an illustration that last one was ! 
No mere fancy, but a real deep glance into the work- 
ing of the matenal universe, as symbolic of the spirit- 
ual and unseen one. And not drawn, as Hypatia’s 
were, exclusively from some sublime or portentous 
phenomenon, but from some dog, or kettle, or fish- 
wife, ’ivith a homely insight worthy of old Socrates 
himself. How pex‘sonal he was becoming, too ? , . . 
No long bursts of declamation, but dramatic dialogue 
and interrogation, by-hints, and unexpected liits at 
one and the other most commonplace soldier’s failing. 

. . . And yet each pithy rebuke was put in a universal, 
comprehensive form, ■which made Eaphael himself 
wince — which might, ho thought, have made any 
man, or woman, either, wince in like manner. Well, 
whether or not Augustine knew truths for all men, 
ho at least know sins for all men, and for himself as 
well as his liourors. There was no denying that Ho 
was a real man, right or wrong. What he rebuked 
in others, ho had felt in himself, and fought it to the 
death-grip, as the flash and quiver of that worn face 
proclaimed. . . . But yet, why were the Edomites, 
by an utterly mistaken pun on tlieir name, to signify 
one sort of sin, and the Ammonites another, and the 
Amalekites another? What had that to do with the 
old psalm? What had it to do with the present 
auditory ? Was not this the wildest and lowest form 
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of that unreal, subtilising, mystic, pedantry, of which 
he had sickened long ago in Hypatia’s lecture-room, 
till he fled to Bran, the dog, for honest practical 
realities 1 

No. . . . Gradually, as Augustine’s hints became 
more practical and pointed, Raphael saw that there 
was in his mind a most real and organic connection, 
true or false, in what seemed at first mere arbitrary 
allegory. Amalekites, personal sins* Ausurian robbers 
and ravishers, were to him only so many different 
forms of one and the same evil. Ho who helped any 
of them fought against the righteous God ; ho who 
fought against them fought for that God; but ho 
must conquer the Amalekites within, if he expected 
to conquer the Amalekites without. Could the legion- 
aries permanently put down the lust and greed around 
them, while their own hearts were enslaved to lust 
and greed within ? Would they not be helping it by 
example, while they pretended to crush it by sword- 
strokes? Was it not a mockery, an hyimcrisy? Could 
God’s blessing be on it? Could they restore unify 
and peace to the country while there was neither 
■unity nor peace within them? What had produced 
the helplessness of the people, the imbecility of the 
military, but inward helplessness, inward weakness ? 
They were weak against Moors, because they were 
weak against enemies more deadly than Moors. How 
could they fight for God outwardly, while they were 
fighting against Him inwardly? He would not go forth 
with their hosts. How could He, when Ho was not 
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among their hosts ? He, a spirit, must dwell in their 
spints. . . . And then the shout of a King would be 
among them, and one of them should chase a thousand. 
... Or if not — ^if both people and soldiers required 
still further chastening and humbling — what matter, 
provided that they were chastened and humbled? 
What matter if their faces were confounded, if they 
were thereby driven to seek His Name, ■who alone 
was the Truth, the Light, and the Life? What if 
they were slain? Let ‘them have conquered the 
inward enemies, what matter to them if the outward 
enemies seemed to prevail for a moment? They 
should be recompensed at the resurrection of the just, 
when death was swallowed up in ■victory. It would 
be seen then who had really conquered in the eyes of 
the just God — ^they, God^s ministers, the defenders of 
peace and justice, or the Ausurians, the enemies 
thereof. . . . And then, by some quaintest turn of 
fancy, he introduced a word of pity and hope, even 
for the wild Moorish robbers. It might be good for 
them to have succeeded thus far ; they might learn 
from their Christian captives, purified by affliction, 
truths which those captives had forgotten in pros- 
perity, And, again, it might be good for them, as 
well as for Christians, to be confounded and made 
like chaff before the ■wind, that so they too might 
learn His Name . . . And so on, through and in spite 
of all conceits, allegories, overstrained interpretations, 
Augustine went on evolving from the Psalms, and 
from the past, and from the future, the assertion of a 
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Living, Present God, the eternal enemy of discord, 
injustice, and evil, the eternal helper and deliverei' of 
those vi^ho were enslaved and crushed thereby in soul 
or body. ... It was all most strange to Eaphael, 
. . . Strange'in its utter unhkeness to any teaching, 
Platonist or Hebrew, which he had ever heard before, 
and stranger stiU in its agreement with those teach- 
ings ; in the instinctive ease with which it seemed to 
unite and justify them all by the talisman of some 
one idea — and what that might be, his Jewish preju- 
dices could not prevent his seeing, and yet would not 
allow him to acknowledge. But, howsoever he might 
redden with Hebrew pride ; howsoever he might long 
to persuade himself that Augustine was building up 
a sound and right practical structure on the founda- 
tion of a sheer lie ; he could not help watching, at first 
with envy, and then with honest pleasure, the faces 
of the rough soldiers, as they gradually lightened up 
into fixed attention, into cheerful and solemn resolve. 

“What wonder f’ said Eaphael to himself, “what 
wonder, after all? He has been speaking to those 
wild beasts as to sages and saints ; he has been telling 
them that God is as much with them as with prophets 
and psalmists. ... I wonder if Hypatia, with all her 
beauty, could have touched their hearts as he has 
done?” 

And when Eaphael rose at the end of this strange 
discourse, he felt more like an old Hebrew than he 
had done since he sat upon his nurse’s knee, and 
heard legends about Solomon and the Queen of Sheba. 
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What if Augustine wore right after all ? What if the 
Jehovah of the old Scriptures were not merely the 
national patron of the children of Abraham, as the 
Rabbis held ; not merely, as Philo held, the Divine 
Wisdom which inspired a few elect sages, even among 
the heathen ; but the Lord of the whole earth, and of 
the nations thereof ^ — And suddenly, for the first time 
in his life, passages from tlie psalms and prophets 
flashed across him, which seemed to assert this. 
What else did that whole book of Daniel and the 
history of Nebuchadncjzzar mean — if not that 1 Philo- 
sophic latitudinariamsm had long ago cured him of the 
Rabbinical notion of the Babylonian conqueror as an 
incarnate fiend, devoted to Tophet, like Sennacherib 
before him. Ho had long in private admired the man, 
as a magnificent human character, a fairer one, in his 
eyes, than cither Alexander or Julius Ca*sar, . . . 
Wliat if Augustine had given him a hint which might 
justify his admiration? . . . But more. . . . What if 
Augustine wore right in going oven furtlicr than Philo 
and Hypatia? What if this same Jehovah, Wisdom, 
Logos, call Him what they might, wore actually the 
(to<1 of the spirits, as well as of the bodies of all flesh ? 
What if Ho was as near — Augustine said that Ho 
was^ — to the hearts of those wild Markmen, Gauls, 
Thracians, as to Augustine's own heart ? \^Tiat if Ho 
were — Augustine said He was — yearning after, en- 
lightening, leading homo to Himself, the souls of the 
poorest, the most brutal, the most sinful? — ^What if 
Ho loved man as man, and not merely one favoured 
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race or one favoured class of minds ? . . . And in the 
light of that hypothesis, that strange story of the 
Cross of Calvary seemed not so imi^ossiblo after all. 
. . . But then, celibacy and asceticism, utterly non- 
human as they were, what had they to do with the 
theory of a human God ? 

And filled with many questionings, Raphael was not 
sorry to have the matter brought to an issue that very 
evening, in Synesius’s sitting-room. Majoricus, in his 
blunt, soldierlike way, set Raphael and Augustine at 
each other without circumlocution ; and Raphael, after 
trying to smile and pooh-pooh away the su])]ect, ‘was 
tempted to make a Jest on a seeming fallacious con- 
ceit of Augustine’s, — ^found it more difficult than ho 
thought to trip up the serious and wary logician, lost 
his temper a little — a sign, perhaps, of returning 
health in a sceptic — and soon found himself fighting 
desperately, with Synesius backing him, apparently 
for the mere pleasure of seeing a battle, and Majoricus 
making him more and more cross by the implicit dog- 
ma'fcic faith with which he hewed at one Gordian knot 
after another, till Augustine had to save himself from 
his friends by tripping the good Prefect gently up, 
and leaving him miles behind the disputants, who 
argued on and on, till broad daylight shone in, and 
the sight of the desolation below recalled all parties 
to more material weapons, and a sterner warfare. 

But little thought Raphael Abon-Ezra, as he sat 
there, calling up every resource of his wit and learn- 
ing, in the hope, half malicious, half honestly cautious, 
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of upsetting the sage of Hippo, and forgetting all 
heaven and earth in the delight of battle with his 
peers, that in a neighbouring chamber, her tender 
limbs outspread upon the floor, her face bulged in her 
dishevelled locks, lay Victoria, wrestling all night long 
for him in prayer and bitter tears, as the murmur of 
busy voices reached her eager ears, longing in vain to 
catch the sense of words, on which hung now her 
hopes and bliss — how utterly and entirely, she had 
never yet confessed to herself, though she dare con- 
fess it to that Son of Man to whom she prayed, as to 
One who felt with tenderness and insight beyond that 
of a brother, a father, even of a mother, for her 
maiden’s blushes and her maiden’s woes. 
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PANDEMONIUM. 

But where was Philammon all that week 1 

For the first day or two of his imi^risonment ho 
had raved like some wild beast entrapped. His new- 
found purpose and energy, thus suddenly damiucd 
back and checked, boiled up in frantic rago. Ho tore 
at the bars of his prison j he rolled himself, shrieking 
on the floor. He called in vain on Hypatia, on 
Pelagia, on Arsenius — on all but God, Pray ho could 
not, and dare not; for to whom was ho to pray? To 
the stars ? — to the Abysses and the Eternities ? . . . 

Alas ! as Augustine said once, bitterly onotigli, <jf 
his own Manichsean teachers, Hypatia hud taken 
away the living God, and given him instead the fanv 
Elements. . . . And in utter bewilderment and hope- 
less terror he implored the pity of every guard ami 
gaoler who passed along the corridor, and conjtiro<t 
them, as brothers, fathers, men, to help him. Move<l 
at once by his agony and by his exceeding beauty, the 
rough Thracians, who knew enough of their employer’s 
character to have little difficulty in believing liis victim 
to be innocent, listened to him and questioned him. 
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But when they offered the very help which he im- 
l^lored, and asked him to tell his story, the i>oor hoy s 
tongue clave to the roof of his moutL How could 
ho publish his sister’s shame 1 And yet she was 
about to publish it herseK ! . . . And instead of 
words, he met their condolences with fresh agonies, 
till they gave him up as mad; and, tired by his 
violence, compelled him, with blows and curses, to 
remain quiet ; and so the week wore out, in dull and 
stupefied despair, which trembled on the very edge of 
idiocy. Night and day were alike to him* The foo<l 
‘which was thinist in through his grate romained itn- 
tustod ; hour after hour, day after day, he sat upon 
the ground, his head buried in his hands, half-<loi5ing 
from mere exhaustion of body and mind. Why 
should ho care to stir, to cat, to live ? He had but 
one purpose in heaven and earth i and that one pur- 
l)oso was impossible. 

At last his ccll-door grated on its hinges* *‘Xlp, 
my ma<l youth I” cried a rough voice. ‘‘XTp, and 
thank the favour of the gods, arid the bounty of our 
noble— ahem !— Prefect. To-day ho gives freedom to 
all i)risonors. And I suppose a pretty boy like you 
may go about your business, as well as uglier rascals 1 
l*hilammon looked up in the gaoler’s face with a 
dim, half-comprehension of his moaning. 

‘‘Do you hcarf’ cried the man, with a cinm 
You are free. »Tump up, or I shut the door again, 
und your one chance is over.” 

“Did she donee Venus Anadyomeno f’ 
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»She! Whol” 

“ My sister ! Pelagia ! ” 

Heaven only knows what she has not danced in 
in her time! But they say she dances to-day once 
more. Quick ! out, or I shall not be ready in time 
for the sports. They begin an hour hence. Free 
admission into the theatre to-day for all— rogues and 
honest men, Christians and heathens — Curse the boy ! 
he’s as mad as ever.” 

So indeed Philammon seemed ; for springing sud- 
denly to his feet, he rushed out past the gaoler, upset- 
ting him into the corridor, and fled wildly from the 
prison among the crowd of liberated ruffians, ran from 
the prison home, from homo to the baths, from the 
baths to the theatre, and was soon pushing his way, 
regardless of etiquette, towards the lower tiers of 
benches, in order, he hardly know why, to place him- 
self as near as possible to the very sight which ho 
dreaded and abhorred. 

As fate would have it, the passage l)y which ho 
had entered opened close to the Prefect’s chair of 
state, where sat Orestes, gorgeous in his robes <*f 
.office, and by him — to Philammon’s surprise ami 
horror — Hy]3atia herself. 

More beautiful than ever, her forehead sparkling, 
like Juno’s own, with a lofty tiara of jewels, lier white 
Ionic robe half hidden by a crimson shawl, there sat 
the vestal, the philosopher. What did she there H 
But the boy’s eager eyes, accustomed but too well to 
note every light and shade of feeling which crossed 
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that face, saw in a moment how wan and haggard was 
its expression. She wore a look of constraint, of half- 
terrified self-resolve, as of a martyr : and yet not an 
undoubting martyr ; for as Orestes turned his head at 
the stir of Philainmon’s intrusion, and flashing with 
anger at the sight, motioned him fiercely back, Hypatia 
turned too, and as her eyes met her pupil’s, she blushed 
crimson, and started, and seemed in act to motion him 
back also ; and then, recollecting herself, whispered 
something to Orestes which quieted his wrath, and 
composed herself, or rather sunk into her jflace again, 
as one who was detorminod to abide tlie worst 

A knot of gay young gentlemen, Philammon^s 
fellow-students, pulled him down among them, with 
welcome and laughter; and before he could collect 
his thoughts, the curtain in front of the stage had 
fallen, and the sport began. 

The scone represented a background of de.scrt 
mountains, and on the stage itself, before a group of 
temporary huts, stood huddling together the black 
Libyan prisoners, some fifty men, women and childi'cn, 
bedizened with gaudy feathers and girdles of tassolled 
leather, brandishing their spears and targets, and 
glaring out with white eyes on the strange scene 
before thorn, in childish awe and wonder. 

Along the front of the stage a wattled battle- 
ment had boon erected, while below, the hyj)osccniun)i 
had boon painted to represent rocks, thus completing 
the rough imitation of a village among the Libyan 
hills. 
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Amid breathless silence, a herald advanced, and 
proclaimed that these were prisoners taken in arms 
against the Eoman senate and people, and therefore 
worthy of immediate death : but that the Prefect, in 
his exceeding clemency toward them, and especial 
anxiety to afford the greatest possible amusement to 
the obedient and loyal citizens of Alexandria, had 
determined, instead of giving them at once to the 
beasts, to allow them to fight for their lives, promising 
to the survivors a free pardon if they acquitted them- 
selves valiantly. 

The poor wretches on the stage, when this pro- 
clamation was translated to them, set up a barbaric 
yell of joy, and brandished their spoars and targets 
more fiercely then ever. 

But their joy was short. The trumpets sounded 
the attack ; a body of gladiators, equal in number to 
the savages, marched out from one of the two groat 
side-passages, made their obeisance to the applauding 
spectators, and planting their scaling-ladders against 
the front of the stage, mounted to tho attack. 

The Libyans fought like tigers ; yet from tho first 
Hypatia, and Philammon also, could see that tlieir 
promised chance of life was a more mockery Tlioir 
light darts and naked limbs wore no match for tho 
heavy swords and complete armour of their brutal 
assailants, who^ endured carelessly a storm of blows 
and thrusts on heads and faces protected by visored 
helmets : yet so fierce was tho valour of tho LiJ)yans, 
that even they recoiled twice, and twice the scaling- 
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lii<14t‘r.s wcro hurled again, while more than one 
gladiator ky below, rolling in the death-agonj''. 

And then burnt forth the sleeping devil in the 
hearts of tliat great brutalised multitude* Yell upon 
yell of savage triumph, and still more savage dis- 
appointment, rang from every tier of that vast ring of 
seats, at eacli blow anti parry, onslaught and repulse ; 
and PhilamiiKin saw with horror and suri)rise that 
luxury, refinernent, philosophie culture itself, were no 
safe-guards against the infection of bloodthirstiness. 
Gay and delicate ladies, whom ho had seen three days 
before Hiinpeniig deliglit at Hypatia^s heavenward 
asjdrations, and some, too, whom he seemed to re- 
colksct in Christian churches, sprang from their seats, 
waved their hands and handkerchiefs, and clapped 
and shouted to the gladiators. For, aks ! there was 
no doubt as to wbirli side the favour of the specUtors 
iiifilined. W'ilh taunts, Jeers, applause, entreaties, the 
hinid ndliaTis wcro urged on to their work of blood. 
1'he poor wretches Inaird no voice raised in their 
favour ; nothing but contempt, hatred, eager lust of 
blood, glared from those thousands of pitiless eyes; 
ami, )»rokenheartetI, despairing, they flagged and drew 
Imek one by one. A shout of triumph grecte<l the 
gladiators as they climbed over the battlement, and 
gaim*d a footing on the stage. The wretched blacks 
broke up, an<l flo<l wihlly from comer to corner, look- 
ing vainly for an outlet. . . , 

And then begun a butchery. . . . 8omo fifty men, 
women, ami children wore cooped together in that 
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narrow space. . . . And yet Hyi^atia’s countenance 
did not falter. Why should itl What were their 
numbers, beside the thousands who had perished year 
by year for centuries, by that and far worse deiiths, 
in the amphitheatres of that empire, for tliat faith 
which she was vowed to re-estal>lish. It was part of 
the great system ; and she must endure it. 

Not that she did not feel; for she, too, was woman ; 
and her heart, raised far above the brutal excitement 
of the multitude, lay calmly open to tlie most poignant 
stings of pity. Again and again she was in the acjt to 
entreat mercy for some shrieking woman or struggling 
child; but before her lips could shape the words, the 
blow had fallen, or the wi*etch was whirled away from 
her sight in the dense undistinguishablc mass of slayers 
and slain. Yes, she had begun, and she mttst follow 
to the end. . . . And, after all, what were the lives 
of those few scmi-brutes, rotuniing thus a few years 
earlier to the clay from which they sprang, compared 
with the regeneration of a world? , . . And it would 
be over in a few minutes more, and that bhu'k writh 
ing heap bo still for over, and the curtain fall. . . . 
And then for Venus Anadyomono, and art, and Joy, 
and peace, and the graceful wis<lom and Ix-auty of the 
old Greek art, calming and civilising all hearts, and 
softening thorn into pure devotion for the inini(U’ta! 
myths, the immortal deities, wlio had inspired their 
forefathers in the glorious days of old. , . . Ihit still 
the black heap writhed; and she lookisd away, up, 
down, and round, everywhere, to avoid the siekonhig 



PANDJSMONIUJM. 


145 


sight; and her eye caught Philammon’s gazing at her 
with looks of horror and disgust ... A tlirill of 
shame rushed through her heart, and 1>lushing scarlet, 
she sank her Ixead, and whispered to Orestes, — 
“Have mei’cy ! — spare the rest 
^^Nay, fairest vestal ! Tlic mob has tasted blood, 
and they must have their fill of it, or they will turn 
on us for aught I know. Nothing so dangerous as to 
check a brute, wliethcr lie be horse, dog, or man, when 
once his spirit is up. Ha ! there is a fugitive ! How 
well the little rascal runs I ” 

As ho spoke, a boy, the only survivor, leaped from 
the stage, and inshcd across the orchestra toward 
them, followed by a rough cur-dog. 

** You sliall have tliis youth, if lie roaches us.” 
Hypatia watched breathless. The boy had just 
arrived at the altar in the centre of tlie orchestra, 
when ho saw a gladiator close upon him. The riiffiaif s 
arm was raiscid to strike, when, to the astonishment of 
the whole theatre, boy and dog tuiiied valiuiitly to bay, 
and leaping on the gladiator, dragged him Ixetwcen 
them to the groiiiul. The triumpli was momentary. 
The uplitod hands, the shout of “Spare him !” came 
too lata The man, m he lay, buried his sword in the 
slender body of the child, and thou rising, walked 
coolly back to the side passages, while the poor cur 
stood over the little corpse, licking its hands and face, 
and making the whole Imilding ring with his doleful 
cries. The attcmlants entered, and striking their 
hooks into corpse after corpse, dragged them out of 
vox* IL L 


ir. 
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sight, marking their path by long red furrows in the 
sand ; while the dog followed, until his inauspicious 
bowlings died away down distant passages. 

Philammon felt sick and giddy, and half rose to 
escape. But Pelagia ! . . . No — he must sit it out, 
and see the worst, if worse than this was possible. 
He looked round. The people were coolly sipping 
wine and eating cakes, while they chatted admirably 
about the beauty of the great curtain, which had fallen 
and hidden the stage, and represented, on a ground 
of deep-blue sea, Europa carried by the bull across tlie 
Bosphorus, while Nereids and Tritons played around. 

A single flute within the curtain bcgfin to send 
forth luscious strains, deadened and distant, as if 
through far-off glens and woodlands ; and from tho 
side passages issued three Graces, led by Peitlio, tho 
goddess of persuasion, bearing a herakFs stalf in her 
hand. She advanced to the altar in tho centre of the 
orchestra, and informed the spectators that, during 
the absence of Ares in aid of a certain great military 
espedition, which was shortly to decide tho diadem 
of Eome, and the libei*ty, prosperity, an<l supremacy 
of Egypt and Alexandria, Aphrodite had rotunKJcl to 
her lawful allegiance, and submitted for the time being 
to the commands of her husband, Hephaistus ^ that 
he, as the deity of artificers, felt a peculiar interest in 
the welfare of the city of Alexandria, tho workshoj^ 
of the world, and had, as a sign of his especial favour, 
prevailed upon his fair spouse to exhibit, for this on<je, 
her beauties to the assembled populace, and, in the 
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unspoken poetry of motion, to represent to them the 
emotions with which, as she arose new-born from the 
sea, she first sinweyed that fair expanse of heaven and 
earth of which she now reigned undisputed queen. 

A shout of rapturous applause greeted this an- 
nouncement and foi’th\yith limped from the opposite 
slip the lame deity himself, hammer and pincers on 
shoulder, followed by a train of gigantic Cyclops, who 
bore on their shoulders various pieces of gilded metal 
Avork. 

Ilepluestus, who was intended to supply the comic 
clement in the vast pantomimic pageant, shambled 
forward with studied uncouthness, amid roars of 
laughter ; suiveyed the altar with ludicrous contempt ; 
raised his mighty hammer, shivered it to pieces with 
a single bloAV, and beckoned to his attendants to carry 
off the fragments, and replace it with something more 
fitting for his august spouse. 

With Avondoi*ful quickness the metal open-work 
was put in its place, and fitted together, forming a 
frame of coral branches intenningled with dolphins, 
Nereids, and Tritons. Four gigantic Cyclops then 
approached, staggering under the weight of a circular 
slal> of gi’con marble, polished to a perfect mirror, 
Avliich they placed on the frameAvork, The Graces 
wreathed its circumference with garlands of sea- 
Aveed, shells, and corallines, and the mimic sea was 
complete. 

J’citlio and the Graces retired a few steps, and 
grouped themselves with the Cyclops, whose grimed 
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and brawny limbs, and hideous one-eyed masks, threw 
out in striking contrast the delicate hue and grace of 
the beautiful maiden figures ; while Hephaestus turned 
toward the curtain, and seemed to await impatiently 
the forthcoming of the goddess. 

Every lip was breathless with expectation as the 
fl.utes swelled louder and nearer ; horns and cymbals 
took up the harmony ; and, to a triumphant burst of 
music, the curtain rose, and a simultaneous shout of 
delight burst from ten thousand voices. 

The scene behind represented a magnificent temple, 
half hidden in an artificial wood of tropic trees and 
shi'ubs, which filled the stage. Fauns and Dryads 
peeped laughing from among their stems, and gorgeous 
birds, tethered by unseen threads, fluttered and sang 
among their branches. In the centre an overarching 
avenue of palms led from the temple doors to the 
front of the stage, from which the mimic battlements 
had disappeared, and had been replaced, in those few 
moments, by a broad slope of smooth greensward, load- 
ing down into the orchestra, and fringed with myitlos, 
roses, apple-trees, poppies, and crimson hyacinths, 
stained with the life-blood of Adonis. 

The folding doors of the temple opened slowly ; 
the crash of instruments resounded from within ; and, 
preceded by the musicians came forth the triumph of 
Aphrodite, and passed down the slope, and down the 
outer ring of the orchestra. 

A splendid car, drawn by white oxen, bore the 
rarest and gaudiest of foreign flowers and fruits, 
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which yornig girls, dressed as Hours and Seasons, 
strewed in front of the procession and among tho 
si>cctators. 

A long line of beautiful youths and maidens, 
crowned with garlands, and robed in scarfs of purple 
gauze, followed by two and two. Each pair carried 
or led a pair of wild animals, captives of tho conquer- 
ing might of Beauty. 

Foremost were borne, on the wrists of the actors, 
tho birds especially sacred to the goddess — doves and 
sparrows, wiynochs and swallows; and a pair of 
gigantic Indian tortoises, each ridden by a lovely 
nymph, showed that Orestes had not forgotten one 
wish, at least of his intended biide. 

Then followed strange birds from India, parakeets, 
peacocks, pheasants silver and golden ; bustards and 
ostriches : the latter bestridden each by a tiny cupid, 
were led on in golden leashes, followed by antolopcH 
and oryxes, elks from l>eyond the Danube, four-horned 
rams from the Isles of tho Hyperl)orcan Ocean, and 
tho strange hybrid of tho Libyan hills, believed by all 
spectators to bo half-bull half-horse. And then a 
nmrmur of delighted awe ran through tho theatre, as 
boars and leopards, lions an<l tigers, fettered in heavy 
chains of gold, an<l made gentlo for tho occasion by 
narcotics, paced sedately down tho sloi)C, obedient to 
their beautiful gtiidcs; while l)ehiud them, tho un- 
wieldy l)ulk of two double-homed rhinoceroses, from 
tho far south, was over-topped by tlio long slender 
necks and largo soft eyes of a pair of giraffes, such as 
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had not been seen in Alexandria for more than fifty 
years. 

A cry arose of “ Orestes 1 Orestes ! Health to the 
illustrious Prefect ! Thanks for liis bounty 1” And a 
hired voice or two among the crowd cried, Hail to 
Orestes! Hail, Emperor of Africa!” . . . But there 
was no response. 

‘‘ The rose is still in the bud,” simpered Orestes to 
Hypatia. He rose, beckoned and bowed the crowd 
into silence; and then, after a short pantomimic 
exhibition of rapturous gratitude and humility, pointed 
triumphantly to the palm avenue, among the shadows 
of which appeared the wonder of the day — the huge 
tusks and trunk of the white elephant’ himself. 

There it was at last ! Not a doubt of it ! A real 
elephant, and yet as white as snow. Sight never scon 
before in Alexandria — ^never to bo seen again ! ** Oh, 
thrice blest men of Macedonia 1” shouted some worthy 
on high, “the gods are bountiful to you this day!” 
And all mouths and eyes confiimcd the opinion, as 
they opened wider and yet wider to drink in the in- 
exhaustible joy and glory. 

On he paced solemnly, while the whole theatre 
resounded to his heavy tread, and the Fauns an<l 
Dryads fled in terror. A choir of nymphs swung 
round him hand in hand, and sang, as they danced 
along, the conquering might of beauty, the tamer of 
beasts and men and deities. Skirmishing parties of 
little winged cupids spread themselves over the 
orchestra, from left to right, and pelted the spectators 
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with perfumed comfits, shot among them from their 
tiny bows arrows of fragrant sandal wood, or swung 
smoking censers, which loaded the air with intoxicat- 
ing odours. 

The procession came on the slope, and the 

elephant approached the spectators; his tusks weie 
wreathed wdth roses and myitles; his ears were 
pierced with splendid ear-rings, a jewelled frontlet 
hung between his eyes ; Eros himself, a lovely winged 
boy, sat on his nock, and guided him with the point 
of a golden arrow. But what precious thing was it 
which that shell-formed car upon his back contained ? 
The goddess 1 Pelagia Aphrodite herself ? 

Yes ; whiter than the snow-white elei>hant — more 
rosy than the pink -tipped shell in which she lay, 
among crimson cushions and silver gauze, there shone 
tlie goddess, thrilling all hearts with tliose delicious 
smiles, and glances of tlio basliful playful eyes, and 
grateful wavings of her tiny hand, as the whole theatre 
rose with one accord, and ten thousand eyes wore 
concentrated on the micquallod loveliness beneath 
them. 

Twice tlio procession passed round the whole cir- 
cumference of the orchestra, and then returning from 
the foot of the slope towards the central group around 
Hcpliiestus, deployed right an<l loft in front of the 
stage. The lions and tigers were led away into the 
side passages; the youths and maidens combined 
themschxss with the gentler animals into groups 
lessening gradually from the centre to the wings, and 
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stood expectant, while the elephant came forward, 
and knelt behind the platform destined for the 
goddess. 

The valves of the shell closed. The Graces un- 
loosed the fastenings of the car. The elephant turned 
his trunk over his back, and guided by the hands of 
the girls, grasped the shell, and lifting it high in air, 
deposited it on the steps at the back of the platform. 

Hephaestus limped forward, and with his most un- 
couth gestures, signified the delight which he had in 
bestowing such a sight upon his faithful artisans of 
Alexandria, and the unspeakable enjoyment which 
they wore to exiiect from the mystic dance of the 
goddess; and then retired, leaving the Graces to 
advance in front of the platform, and mth their arms 
twined round each other, begin Hyjiatia^s song of in- 
vocation. 

As the first strophe died away, the valves of the 
shell reopened, and discovered Aphrodite crouching 
on one knee wdthin. She raised her head, and gaiied 
around the vast circle of scats, A mild surprise was 
on her countenance, which quickened into delighted 
wonder, and bashfulnoss struggling with the sense of 
new enjoyment and new powers. She glanced down- 
ward at herself; and smiled, astonished at her own 
loveliness; then upward at the sky; and scorned 
ready, with an awful joy, to spring up into the bound- 
less void, Her whole figure dilated ; she seemed to 
drink in strength from every object which met her in 
the great universe around ; and slowly, from among 



PAKDEMONIUM. 


153 


the shells and sea-weeds, she rose to her full height, 
the mystic cestus glittering round her waist, in deep 
festoons of emeralds and pearls, and stepped forward 
upon the marble sea-floor, wringing the dripping per- 
fume from her locks, as Aphrodite rose of old. 

For the first minute the crowd was too breathless 
with pleasure to think of applause. But the goddess 
seemed to require due homage ; and when she folded 
her arms across her bosom, and stood motionless for 
an instant, as if to demand the worship of the uni- 
verse, every tongue was loosed, and a thunder-clap of 
“ Aphrodite !” rung out across the roofs of Alexandria, 
and startled Cyril in his chamber at the Serapeium, 
and weary muleteers on distant sand-hills, and dozing 
mariners far out at sea. 

And then began a miracle of art, such as was only 
possible among a people of the free and exquisite 
physical training, and the delicate aesthetic perception 
of those old Greeks, even in their most fallen days. 
A dance, in which every motion was a word, and rest 
as eloquent as motion ; in which every attitude was a 
fresh motive for a sculptor of the purest school, and 
the highest physical activity was manifested, not as in 
the coarser comic pantomimes, in fantastic bounds and 
unnatural distortions, but in perpetual delicate modu- 
lations of a stately and self -restraining grace. The 
artist was for the moment transformed into the goddess. 
The theatre, and Alexandria, and the gorgeous pageant 
beyond, had vanished from her imagination, and there- 
fore from the imagination of the spectators, under the 
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constraining inspiration of her art, and they and she 
alike saw nothing but the lonely sea around Cythera, 
and the goddess hovering above its emerald mirror, 
raying forth on sea, and air, and shore, beauty, and 
joy, and love. . . . 

Philammon^s eyes were bursting from his head 
with shame and horror : and yet he could not hate 
her ; not even despise her. He would have done so, 
had there been the faintest trace of human feeling in 
her countenance, to prove that some germ of moral 
sense lingered within • but even the faint blush and 
the downcast eye with which she had entered the 
theatre, were gone ; and the only expression on her 
face was that of intense enjoyment of her own activity 
and skill, and satisfied vanity, as of a petted child. 
. . . Was she accountable? A reasonable soul, 
capable of right or wrong at all ? He hoped not. . . , 
He would trust not. . . . And still Pelagia danced 
on; and for a whole age of agony, he could see 
nothing in heaven or earth but the bewildering maze 
of those white feet, as they twinkled over their white 
image in the marble mirror. ... At last it was over. 
Every limb suddenly collapsed, and she stood drooi)- 
ing in soft self-satisfied fatigue, awaiting the burst of 
applause which rang through Philammon’s ears, pro- 
claiming to heaven and earth, as with a mighty 
trumpet-blast, his sister’s shame. 

The elephant rose, and moved forward to the side 
of the slabs. His back was covered with crimson 
cushions, on which it seemed Aphrodite was to return 
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without her shell She folded her arms across her 
bosom, and stood smiling, as the elephant gently 
wreathed his trunk around her waist, and lifted 
her slowly from the slab, in act to place her on his 
back. . . . 

The little feet, clinging half fearfully together, had 
just risen from the marble — The elephant started, 
dropped his delicate burden heavily on the slab, 
looked down, raised his forefoot, and throwing his 
tinnk into the air, gave a shrill scream of terror and 
disgust. . , . 

The foot was red with blood — the young boy^s 
blood — ^which was soaking and bubbhng up through 
the fresh sand where the elephant had trodden, in a 
round, dark, purple spot. . . . 

Philammon could boar no more. Another moment 
and ho had hurled down through the dense mass of 
spectators, clearing rank after rank of seats by the 
sheer strength of madness, leaped the balustrade into 
the orchestra below, and rushed across the space to 
the foot of the platform. 

Pelagia! Sister 1 My sister! Have mercy on 
mo! on yourself! I will hide you! save you! and 
wc will flee together out of this infernal place ! this 
world of devils ! I am your brother ! Come !” 

She looked at him one moment with wide, wild 
eyes The truth flashed on her 

“Brother!” 

And she sprang from the platform into his arms. 
... A vision of a lofty ^vindow in Athens, looking 
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oilt over far oKve-yards and gardens, and the bright 
roofs and basins of the Piraeus, and the broad blue sea, 
with the purple peaks of uEgina beyond all. . . . And 
a dark-eyed boy, with his arm around her neck, pointed 
laughing to the twinkling masts in the far harbour, 
and called her sister. ... The dead soul woke wnthin 
her ; and with a wild cry she recoiled from him in an 
agony of shame, and covering her face with both her 
hands, sank down among the blood-stained sand. 

A yell, as of all hell broke loose, rang along that 
vast circle — 

“ Down with him 1 ” ‘‘Away with him ! ” “ Crucify 
the slave!” “Give the barbarian to the beasts!” 
“To the beasts with him, noble Prefect!” A crowd 
of attendants rushed upon him, and many of the 
spectators sprang from their seats, and were on the 
point of leaping down into the orchestra. 

Philammon turned upon them like a lion at bay ; 
and clear and loud his voice rose through the roar of 
the multitude. 

“Ay ! murder me as the Eomans murdered Saint 
Telemachus ! Slaves as besotted and accursed as your 
besotted and accursed tyrants ! Lower than the 
beasts whom you employ as your butchers ! Murder 
and lust go fitly hand in hand, and the throne of my 
sisteris shame is well built on the blood of innocents ! 
Let my death end the devil’s sacrifice, and fill up the 
cup of your iniquity !” 

“To the beasts!” “Make tho elephant trample 
him to powder !” 
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And the huge brute, goaded on by the attendants, 
nisliod on the youth, while Eros leaped from his neck, 
and fled weeping up the slopa 

Ho caught PhilammoR in his trunk and raised him 
high in ain For an instant the great bellowing ocean 
of heads spun round and round. Ho tried to breathe 

one prayiir, and shut his eyes Pelagia^ voice rang 

sweet and clear, even in the shrillness of intense 
agony— 

‘SSparo him! Ho is my brother! Forgive him, 
men of Macedonia ! For Pelagia’s sake — Your Pelagia ! 
One boon — only this one 1” 

And she stretched her arms imploringly towaid the 
spectators, and tlicji clasping the huge knees of the 
elepliaiit, called madly to it in teims of i)assionato 
entreaty and en<lcunncnt. 

Tlio men •wavered. The bnite did not. Quietly 
ho lowered his trunk, and set down Philammon on his 
feet. The numk was 8ave<l Breatliloas and diz^iy, 
ho found himself humed away by tlic attendants, 
(Iniggcd through dark passages, and hurled out into 
the street, with curses, waniings, and congratulations, 
which fell on an unheeding car. 

But Pelagia kept her face still hidden in her hands, 
and rising, walked slowly back, crushed by the weight 
of Homo tretnondous awe, at:ross the orcliostra, and 
up the slopes; and vanished among the palms and 
olcandei’s, regar<lles8 of iho applmiso and entreaties, 
and jeors, ami threats, and curses, of that great multi- 
tude of sinful hIiivcs. 
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For a moment all Orestes’s spells seemed broken 
by this unexpected catastrophe. A cloiidj whetlier of 
disgust or of disappointment, hung upon every brow. 
More than one Christian rose hastily to depart, 
touched with real remorse and shame at the horrors 
of which they had been the willing witnesses. The 
common people behind, having glutted their curiosity 
with all that there was to see, began openly to mur- 
mur at the cruelty and heathenry of it Hyi)atia, 
utterly unnerved, hid her face in both her hands. 
Orestes alone rose with the crisis. Now, or never, 
was the time for action ; and stepping forward, with 
his most graceful obeisance, waved his hand for silence, 
and began his well-studied oration. 

“ Let me not, 0 men of Macedonia, suppose that 
you can be disturbed from that equanimity which 
befits politicians, by so light an accident as the caprice 
of a dancer. The spectacle which I have had the 
honour and delight of exhibiting to you — (Eoars and 
applause from the liberated prisoners and the young 
gentilenien) — and on which it seemed to me you have 
deigned to look with not altogether unkindly eyes — 
(Fresh ajiplause, in which the Christian mob, relent- 
ing, began to join) is but a jdeasant prelude to that 
more serious business for which I have drawn you 
here together. Other testimonials of my good inten- 
tions have not been wanting in the release of suJffering 
innocence, and in the largess of food, the growth and 
natural property of Egypt, destined by your late 
tyrants to pamper the luxury of a distant court. . , . 
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W hy should I hoasfc ? — ^yct even now this head is 
weary, these limbs fail me, worn out in ceaseless 
ellorts for your welfare, and in the perpetual adminis- 
tration of the strictest justice. For a time has come 
in which the Macedonian race, whose boast is the 
gorgeous city of Alexander, must rise again to the 
political pre-eminence which they hold of old, and 
becoming once more the masters of one-third of the 
universe, be treated by their raid’s as freemen, citizens, 
heroes, who have a right to choose and to emi 3 loy 
their rulers— Eulers, did I say ? Let us forget the 
word, and substitute in its place the more philosophic 
term of ministers. To be your minister— the servant 
of you all— To sacrifice myself, my leisure, health, 
life, if need be, to the one great object of securing the 
independence of Alexandria — This is my work, my 
hope, my glory — longed for through weary years; 
now f(jr the first time possible by the fall of the late 
puppet Emperor of Rome. Men of Macedonia, re- 
member that Honorius reigns no more ! An African 
sits on the throne of tho Caesars 1 Heraclian, by one 
decisive victory, has gained, by the favour of — of 
Heaven, tho imperial purple ; and a new era opens for 
tho world. Let tho conqueror of Romo balance his 
account with that Byzantine court, so long the incubus 
of our Trans-Mcditorranoan wealth and civilisation; 
an<l let a free, independent, and united Africa rally 
round tho palaces and docks of Alexandria, and find 
there its natural centre of polity and of prosperity.” 

A roar of hired applause interrupted him : and not 
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a few, half for the sake of Ids compliments and fine 
words, half from a natural wish to be on the right 
side — ^namely, the one which happened to bo in the 
ascendant for the time being— joined. . . , Tlie city 
authorities were on the point of crying, ‘‘ Inipcrator 
Orestes but thought better of it ; and waited f<jr 
some one else to cry first — ^being respectable. Where- 
on the Prefect of the Guards, being a man of some 
presence of mind, and also not in anywise respectable, 
pricked up the Prefect of the Docks with the point of 
his dagger, and bade him -with a fearful threat, take 
care how he played traitor. The worthy burgher 
roared incontinently — ^whether with pain or patriot- 
ism; and the whole array of respectabilities — hav- 
ing found a Curtius who would leap into the gulf, 
joined in unanimous chorus, and saluted Orestes as 
Emperor; while Hypatia, amid the shouts of her 
aristocratic scholars, rose and knelt before him, writh- 
ing inwardly with shame and despair, and entreated 
him to accept that tutelage of Greek commerce, 
supremacy, and philosophy which was forced on him 
by the unanimous voice of an adoring people . . * 

“It is false 1” shouted a voice from the highest 
tiers, appropriated to the women of the lower classes, 
which made all turn their heads in bewilderment. 

“False ! false ! You are tricked ! He is tricked ! 
Heraclian was utterly routed at Ostio, and is fled to 
Carthage, with the emperor’s fleet in chase.” 

“ She lies ! Drag the beast down !” cried Orestes, 
utterly thrown off his balance by tlio sudden check. 
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** She ? Ho 1 I a monk, brought the news ! Cyril 
has known it — every Jew in the Delta has known it, 
for a week past ! So perish all the enemies of the 
Lord, caught in their own snare !” 

And bursting desperately through the women who 
surrounded him, the monk vanished. 

An awful silence fell on all who heard. For a 
minute every man looked in his neighbour’s face as if 
ho longed to cut his throat, and get rid of one witness, 
at least, of liis treason. And then arose a tumult, 
which Orestes in vain attempted to subdue. Whether 
the populace believed the monk’s words or not, they 
were panic-stricken at the mere possibility of their 
truth Hoarse with denying, protesting, appealing, 
the would-be emperor had at last to summon his 
guards around him and Hypatia, and make his way 
out of the theatre sis best he could ; while the multi- 
tude melted away like snow before the rain, and 
})o«red out into the streets in eddying and roaring 
streams, to find every church placarded by Cyril with 
the particulars of Hcracliari’s ruin 
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CHAPTER XXIIl 


NEMESIS. 

That evoning was a hideous one in the palace of 
Orestes. His agonies of disappointment, rage, and 
terror were at once so shameful and so fearful, that 
none of his slaves dare approach him; and it was 
not till late that his confidential secretary, the Chah 
dean eunuch, driven by terror of the exaspeiutod 
Catholics, ventured into the tiger’s don, and repre- 
sented to him the immediate necessity for action. 

What could he dol He was committed — Cyril 
only knew how deeply. What might not the wily 
archbishop) have discovered? What might not he 
pretend to have discovered ? What accusations might 
ho not send off on the sp)ot to the Byjzantine Court. 

Let the gates be guarded, and no one allowed to 
leave the city,” suggested the Chaldee, 

Keep in monks? as well keep in rats ! No ; we 
must send ofi* a coiinter-rei)ort, instantly.” 

“What shall I say, your Excellency?” quoth the 
ready scrilje, pulling out pen and inkhom from his 
sash, 
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‘‘ What do I care 1 Any lie which comes to hand. 
What in the devirs name are you here for at all, but 
to invent a lie when I want one V' 

True, most noble,*’ and the worthy sat meekly 
down to his paper . . . but did not proceed rapidly. 

‘‘I don’t sec anything that would suit the emer- 
gency, unless I stated, with your august leave, that 
Cyril, and not you, celebrated the gladiatorial exhibi- 
tion ; which might hardly aj^pear credible 

Orestes burst out laughing, in spite of himself. 
The sleek Chaldee smiled and purred in return. The 
victory was won ; and Orestes, somewhat more master 
of himself, began to turn his vulpine cunning to the 
one absorbing question of the saving of his worthless 
neck. 

“ No, that would bo too good. Write, that we had 
discovercil a idot on Cyril’s part to incorporate the 
whole of the African churches (mind and specify 
Carthage and Hippo) under his own jurisdiction, and 
to throw olf allegiance to the Patriarch of Constan- 
tinople, in case of Heraclian’s success.” 

The secretary purred delighted approval, and 
scribbled away now with right good heart. 

“ Horaclian’s success, your Excellency.” 

‘‘We of course desired, by every means in our 
power, to gratify the people of Alexandria, and, as 
was our duty, to excite by every lawful method their 
loyalty toward the throne of the Caesars (never mind 
who sat on it) at so critical a moment” 

“ S(r critical a moment” . . . 



164 


NEMESIS. 


“But as faithful Catholics, and abhorring, even in 
the extremest need, the sin of Uzzah, we dreaded to 
touch with the unsanctified hands of laymen the con- 
secrated ark of the Church, even though for its pre- 
servation.” . . . 

“Its preservation, your Excellency.” . . . 

“ We, therefore, as civil magistrates, felt bound to 
confine ourselves to those means which were already 
allowed by law and custom to our jurisdiction ; and 
accordingly made use of those largesses, spectacles, 
and public execution of rebels, which have unhappily 
appeared to his holiness the patriarch (too ready, 
perhaps, to find a cause of complaint against faithful 
adherents of the Byzantine See) to partake of the 
nature of those gladiatorial exhibitions, which are 
equally abhorrent to the spirit of the Catholic Church, 
and to the charity of the sainted emperors by whose 
pious edicts they have been long since abolished.” 

“Your Excellency is indeed great . , . but — 
pardon your slave’s remark — my simplicity is of 
opinion that it may be asked why you did not inform 
the Augusta Pulcheria of CjniFs conspiiucy ? ” 

“ Say that we sent a messenger off tliroe months 
ago, but that . . . Make something happen to him, 
stupid, and save me the trouble.” 

“ Shall I kill him by Arabs in the neighbourhood 
of Palm3ntra, your Excellency f’ 

“ Let me see. . . , No. They may make inquiries 
there. Drown him at sea. Nobody can ask questions 
of the sharks.” 
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“Foundered between Tyre and Crete, from which 
sad calamity only one man escaped on a raft, and 
being picked up, after three weeks’ exposure to the 

fury of the elements, by a returning wheat-ship 

By the by, most noble, what am I to say about those 
wheat-ships not having even sailed 1” 

“ Head of Augustus ! I forgot them utterly. Say 
that — say that the plague was making such ravages 
in the harbour quarter that we feared carrying the 
infection to the seat of the empire ; and let them sail 
to-morrow,” 

The secretary’s face lengthened. 

“My fidelity is compelled to remark, even at the 
risk of your just indignation, that half of them have 
been unloaded again for your munificent largesses of 
the last two days.” 

Orestes swore a great oath 
Oh, that the mob had but one throat, that I might 
give them an emetic ! Well, we must buy more corn, 
that’s alL” 

The secretary’s face grew longer still. 

**The Jews, most august ” 

“What of themf’ yelled the hapless Prefect. 
“ Have they been forestalling f ’ 

“ My assiduity has discovered this afternoon that 
they have been buying up and exporting all the pro- 
visions which they could obtain.” 

“Scoundrels! Then they must have known of 
Heraclian’s failure I” 

“Your sagacity has, I fear, divined the truth. 
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Tliey have been betting largely against his success for 
the last week, both in Canopus and Pelusium.’' 

“For the last week! Then Miriam betrayed me 
knowingly r* And Orestes broke forth again into a 
paroxysm of fury. 

« Here—call the tribune of the guard ! A hundred 
gold pieces to the man who brings me the witch alive 1” 

“ She will never be taken alive.” 

“Dead, then — in any way! Gk), you Chaldee 
hound I what are you hesitating about'?” 

“Most noble lord,” said the secretary, prostrating 
himself upon the floor, and kissing his master’s feet 
in an agony of fear . . . “Remember, that if you 
touch one Jew you touch all 1 Remember the bonds ! 
remember the — ^the — ^your own most august reputation, 
in short.” 

“ Get up, brute, and don’t grovel there, but tell me 
what you mean, like a human being. If old Miriam 
is once dead, her bonds die with her, don’t they f ’ 

“Alas, my lord, you do not know the customs of 
that accursed folk. They have a damnable practice 
of treating every member of their nation as a brother, 
and helping each freely and faithfully without reward; 
whereby they are enabled to plunder all the rest 
of the world, and thrive themselves, from the least to 
the greatest Don’t fancy that your bonds are in 
Miriam’s hands. They have been transferred months 
ago. Your real creditors may be in Carthage, or 
Rome, or Byzantium, and they will attack you from 
thence ; while all that you would find if you seized 
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the ol<l witches property, would be papers, useless to 
you, heloniijiug to Jews all over the emjurc, who would 
rise as one man in defence of their money. I assure 
you, it is a net without a bound. If you touch one 
you toiK'h all . . . And besides, my diligence, expect- 
ing some such command, has already taken the liberty 
of making inquiries as to Miriam's place of abode; 
but it a]>peai’s, I am soriy to say, utterly unknown to 
any of your Excellency's servants." 

“You liol" said Orestes. ... “I would much 
sooner believe that you have been warning the hag to 
keep out of the way” 

Orestes had spoken, for that once in his life, the 
exact tnith. 

The secretary, who had his own private dealings 
with Miriam, felt every particular atom of his skin 
slnuldcr at those words ; and had ho had hair on his 
head, it would certainly have betrayed him by stand- 
ing visibly on end. But as ho was, luckily for liim, 
(ilosc shaven, his turban roiuaincd in its proper place, 
as he meekly replied,— 

“Alas! a faithful servant can feel no keener woe 
than the cauHeless suspicion of that sun before whoso 
rays he daily prostrates his ” 

“ Confound your periplnases I Do you know where 
sh(5 isf' 

“No I” cried the wretched secretary, driven to the 
lie direct at last ; and confirmed the negation with 
such a string of oaths, that Orestes stopped his volu- 
bility with a kick, borrowed of him, under threat of 
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torture, a thousand gold pieces as largess to the 
soldiery, and ended by concentrating the stationarics 
round his own palace, for the double purpose of pro- 
tecting himself in case of a riot, and of increasing the 
chances of the said riot, by leaving the distant quarters 
of the city without police. 

“ If Cyril would but make a fool of himself, now 
that he is in the full-blown pride of victory — the 
rascal > — about that Ammonius, or about Hy})atia, or 
anything else, and give me a real handle against him ! 
After all, truth works bettor than lying now and then. 
Oh, that I could poison him ! But one can’t bribe 
those ecclesiastics ; and as for the dagger, one could not 
hire a man to be tom in pieces by monks. No j I 
must just sit still, and see what Fortune’s dice may 
turn up, Well ; your pedants like Aristides or Epa- 
minondas — ^thaiik Heaven, the race of them has died 
out long ago ! — ^might call this no very creditable 
piece of provincial legislation; but, after all, it in 
about as good as any now going, or likely to be going 
till the world’s end ; and one can’t be expected to 
strike out a new path, I shall stick to the wisdom 
of my predecessors, and — oh, that Cyn*l may make a 
fool of himself to-night !” 

And Cyril did make a fool of himself that night, 
for the first and last time in his life ; and suffers for 
it, as wise men are wont to do when they err, to this 
very day and hour : but how much Orestes gained by 
his foe’s false move cannot bo decided till the end of 
this story ; perhaps not even then. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


LOST LAIVIBS. 


And Philammon 1 

Eor a long while he stood in the street outside 
the theatre, too much maddened to determine on 
any coux*se of action ; and, ere he had recovered his 
self-possession, the crowd began to pour from every 
outlet, and filling the street, swept him away in its 
stream. 

Then, as he heard liis sister’s name, in every tone 
of pity, contempt, and horror mingle with their angry 
exclamations, he awoke from his dream, and, bursting 
through the mob, made straight for Pelagia’s house. 

It was fast closed ; and his repeated knocks at the 
gate brought only, after long waiting, a surly negro 
face to a little wicket. 

Ho asked eagerly and instinctively for Pelagia : of 
course she had not yet returned. For Wulf : he was 
not within. And then he took his station close to 
the gateway, while his heart beat loud with hope and 
dread. 

At last the Goths appeared, forcing their way 
through the mob in a close column. There were no 
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litters with thcui. Where, then, were Pelagia an*I 
her girls'? Where, too, was the hated figure of the, 
Ainall and Wulf, an<l Sinid? The men came on, led 
by Goderic and Agilmuml, with folded arms, knitted 
brows, downcast eyes ; a stern disgust, not un mingled 
with shame, on every countenance, told Plnlauunon 
afresh of his sister’s infamy. 

Goderic passed him close, and rhilammrm suitt- 
monod \ip courage to ask for Wulf . . . Pelagia In^ 
had not courage to name. 

“Out, Greek hound ! we have seen enough your 
accursed race to-day ! What? arc you trying to fr^IJow 
us in?” And the young man’s sword liu.shwl from 
sheath so swiftly, that Philaintinju had but just time 
enough to spring back into the street, and wait there, 
in an agony of disappointment an<l anxiety, as the 
gates slid together again, and the houso W'as uh Kileiit 
as before. 

For a miserable hour he waited, wdiilo the mob 
thickened instead of flowing aw^ay, and the Hcaitertjf! 
groups of chatterers began to form tlu*msclv(*H iuto 
masses, and parade the streets with shouts of “Down 
with the heathen!” “Dowm w'ith the idolaters!” 
“Vengeance on all blaspheming harlots I” 

At last the steady tramp of legioruiri<‘«, and in ifuj 
midst of the glittering lines of anned Uicn— oh, joy ! 
— a string of litters 1 

He sprang forward, and called Pelagia’s name again 
and again. Once ho fancied he hoard uu unsw’cr ; hut 
the soldiers thrust him back. 
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“ »Sho is safe here, young fool, and has seen and 
been seen quite enough to*(Iay already. Back !” 

“ Let mo si>eak to her I” 

‘‘That is her business. Ours is now to see her 
home safe,” 

“ Let me go in with you, I beseech !” 

“ If you want to go in, knock for yourself when we 
are gone. If you have any business in the house, they 
will open to you, I suppose. Out, you interfering 
puppy !” 

And a blow of the spear-butt in his chest sent him 
rolling back into the middle of the street, while the 
soldiers, having delivered up their charge, returned 
with the same stolid indifference. In vain Philammon, 
returning, knocked at the gate. Curses and threats 
from the negi’o were all the answer which he received; 
and at last, wearied into desperation, he wandered 
away, up one street and down another, struggling in 
vain to form some plan of action for himself, until 
the sun wius set. 

Wearily he went homewards at last. Once the 
thought of Miriam crossed his mind. It was a disgust- 
ing alternative to ask help of her, the very author of 
his Bistorts shame : but yet she at least could obtain 
for him a sight of Pelagia ; she had promised as much. 
But then — the condition which slie had appended to 
her help 1 To see his sister, and yet to leave her as 
she was !— Horrible contradiction 1 But could he not 
employ Miriam for his own onds?—outwit her'l— 
deceive her? — ^for it came to that. The temptation 
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was intense : but it lasted only a moment. Could ho 
defile so pure a cause by falsehood? And hurrying 
past the Jewess’s door, hardly daring to look at it, 
lest the temptation should return, he darted up staii^s 
to his own little chamber, hastily flung open the door, 
and stopped short in astonishment. 

A woman covered from head to foot in a large dark 
veil, stood in the centre of the chamber. 

“Who are you? This is no place for you !” cried 
he, after a minute’s pause. She replied only ])y a 
shudder and a sob. ... He caught sight, beneath the 
folds of the veil, of a too-well-known saffron shawl, 
and springing upon her like the lion on the lamb, 
clasped to his bosom his sister. 

The veil fell from her beautiftd forehead fShe 
gazed into his eyes one moment with a look of temfied 
inquiry, and saw nothing there but love. . . , And cling- 
ing heart to heart, brother and sister mingle<l holy 
kisses, and strained nearer and nearer still, as if to 
satisfy their last lingering doubts of each other’s kirn 

Many a minute passed in silent joy. . . . Philairi- 
mon dare not speak j he dare not ask her what brought 
her thither — dare not wake her to recollect the fright- 
ful present by questions of the past, of his long-for- 
gotten parents, their home, her history. . . , And, 
after all, was it not enough for him that he held her 
at last?— her, there by her own will— the lost lamb 
returned to him? — and their tears mingled as their 
cheeks were pressed together. 

At last she spoke. 
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ought to have known you, — I believe I did 
know you from the first day 1 When they mentioned 
your likeness to me, my heart leapt up within me ; 
and a voice wWspered . , , but I would not hear it 1 
I was ashamed — ashamed to acknowledge my brother, 
for whom I had sought and longed for years . . . 
ashamed to think that I had a brother. ... Ah, 
God ! and ought I not to be ashamed ?” 

And she broke from him again, and threw herself 
on the iioor, 

“Trample upon mo; curse me! — anything but 
part mo from him I” 

Philammon had not the heart to answer her ; but 
he made an involuntary gesture of sorrowful dissent 
“ No ! Call mo wliat I am ! — what he called me 
just now ! — but do not take mo away 1 Strike mo, as 
he struck me ! — anything but parting ! ” 

“ Struck you ? Tlio curse of God be on him 1” 

“Ah, do not curse him ! — not him ! It was not a 
blow, indeed ! — only a push — a touch — and it was my 
fault— all mitia I angered him — I upbraided him 
I was mad . . . Oh, why did ho deceive mo k Why 
(lid he let me dance ? — command me to dance 
“CWnnand you?” 

“ He stiid, that we must not break our words. He 
would not hear mo, when I told him that we could 
deny havijig promised. 1 said that promises made 
over the wiiic need never bo kept. . . . Who over 
hoard of keeping tluiin? And Orestes was dmnk, 
too. But lie said that T might teach a Goth to be 



174 


LOST LAMBS. 


what I liked, except a liar. . . . Was not tliat a 
strange speech ? . . . And Wulf bade him bo strong, 
and blest him for it.” 

*‘He was right,” sobbed Philainmon. 

“Then I thought he would love me for obeying 
hiTYi, though I loathed it 1 — Oh, God, how I loathed 
it ! . . . But how could I fancy that he did not like 
my doing itl Who over heard of any one doing of 
their own will what they did not like 

Philammon sobbed again, as the poor civilised 
savage artlessly opened to him all her moral darkness. 
What could he say ^ . . . Ho knew what to say. The 
disease was so utterly patent, that any of Cyrir« 
school-children could have supplied the remedy. But 
how to speak it? — ^how to tell her, before all things, 
as he longed to do, that there was no hope of her 
marrying the Amal, and, therefore, no peace for her 
till she left him ? 

“ Then you did hate the— the ” said ho, at last^ 

catching at some gleam of light 

“Hate it? Do I not belong, body and soul, to 
him? — ^himonly? . . . And yet . . . Oh, I must tell 
you all ! When I and the girls began to practise, all 
the old feelings came back — the lovo of being admired, 
and applauded, and cheered^ and dancing is so deli- 
cious ! — so delicious to foci that you arc doing any- 
thing beautiful perfectly, and bettor than every one 
else I . . . And he saw that I liked it, ami despiscil 
me for it . . . And, deceitful ! — ^ho little guessed how 
much of the pains which I took were taken to please 
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]jiui, to <Irt my best before him, to win admiration, 
only that I might take it home and throw it all at his 
beloved feot^ and make the world say once more, ‘She 
has all Alexandria to worship her, and yet she cares 
for tiiat one Goth more than for But he de- 

ceived me, true man that he is ! He wished to enjoy 
my smiles to the last moment, and then to cast me 
off, when I had once given him an excuse. . . . Too 
cowardly to upbraid me, ho let me ruin myself, to 
save him the trouble of ruining me. Oh, men, men 1 
all alike ! Tliey love us for their own sakes, and wo 
love them for love’s sake. We live by love, we die 
for love, and yet we never find it, but only selfishness 
dressed up in love’s mask. . . . And then we take up 
with that, poor, fond, self-blinded creatures that we 
are !— and in spite of the poisoned hearts around us, 
persuade our,selve.s that our latest asp’s egg, at least, 
will hatch into a dove, and that though all men are 
faithles.s, our own tyrant can never change, for he is 
more 1 ban man 1” 

“But ho has deceived you! You have found out 
your uiiKtako. Leave him, then, as ho deseives !” 

I’olagia looked up, with something of a tender smile. 
“ Boor ilarliug ! Little do yon know of love !” 

Bhilammon, utterly bewildered by this newest and 
strangest phase of human passion, could only gasp 
out - 

“ But do you not love mo, too, my sister 1” 

“!>(» I not love you I But not as I love him! 
< )li, hush, hush I you cannot understand yeti” And 
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Pelagia hid her face in her hands, -whilo convulsive 
shudderings ran through every limb. . . . 

“I must do it ! I must ! I will dare everything, 
stoop to everything, for lovers sake 1 Go to her 1 — to 
the wise woman ! — to Hypatia 1 She loves you ! I 
know that she loves you ! She will hear you, though 
she will not me 1” 

‘'Hypatia? Do you know that she was sitting 
there unmoved at — in the theatre ?” 

“ She was forced ! Orestes compelled her ! Miriam 
told me so. And I saw it in her face. As I passed 
beneath her, I looked up; and she was as pale as 
ivory, trembling in every limb. There was a dark 
hollow round her eyes — she had been weeping, I saw. 
And I sneered in my mad self-conceit, and said, “ She 
looks as if she was going to be crucified, not married !’* 
. . . But now, now !— Oh, go to her 1 Tell her that 
I will give her all I have — jewels, money, dresses, 
house ! Tell her that I—I— entreat her paixlon, that 
I will crawl to her feet myself and ask it, if she 
requires!— -Only lot her teach mo-— teach mo to bo 
wise and good, and honoured, and respected, as she 
is I Ask her to tell a poor broken-hearted woman 
her secret She can make old Wulf, and him, and 
Orestes even, and the magistrates, respect her. . , . 
Ask her to teach me how to be like her, and to make 
him respect mo again, and I will give her all — all 

Philammon hesitated. Something within warned 
him, as the Daemon used to warn Socrates, tliat Iiis 
errand would he bootless, He thought of the theatre, 
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and of that finn, compressed lip; and forgot the 
hollow eyo of misery which accompanied it, in his 
wrath against his lately-worshipped idoL 

“ Oh, go ! go ! I tell you it was against her will 
She felt for me — I saw it — Oh, God ! — when I did 
not fool for myself ' And I hated her, because she 
seemed to desinse me in my fool’s triumph! She 
cannot despise mo now in my misery. ... Go ! Go ! 
or you will drive mo to the agony of going myself.” 

There was but one thing to bo done. 

“You will wait, then, hero? You will not leave 
mo again?” 

“Yes. But you must be quick I If he finds out 
that I am away, ho may fancy . . . Ah, heaven I let 
him kill mo, but never let him be jealous of mo ! Go 
now! this moment! Take this as an earnest— the 
oestus which I wore there. Horrid thing ! I hate the 
sight of it ! But I ])i-ought it with mo on i>uiposo, 
or I would have thro-wn it into the canal. There ; 
say it is an earnest— only an earnest— of what I will 
give her !” 

In ten minutes more Philammon was in Hyi)atia’s 
hall. The household seemed full of terror and dis- 
turbance; the hall was full of soldiers. At last 
Hypatia's favourite maid passed, and know him. Her 
mistress could not speak with any one. Where was 
Tlieon, then ? He, too, had shut himself up. Never 
mind. Philammon must, would speak with him. 
And ho pleaded so passionately and so sweetly, that 
the soft-hearted damsel, unable to resist so handsome 
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a suppliant, undertook his errand, and led him up to 
the library, where Theon, pale as death, was pacing to 
and fro, apparently half beside himself with terror. 

Philammon’s breathless message fell at first upon 
unheeding ears. 

“A new pupil, sir! Is this a time for pupils; 
when my house, my daughter’s life, is not safe? 
Wretch that I am! And have I led her into the 
snare ? I, with my vain ambition and covetousness ! 
Oh, my child I my child ! my one treasure 1 Oh, 
the double curse which ^vill light upon mo, if^ ” 

‘‘ She asks for but one interview.” 

“With my daughter, sir? Pelagia! Will you 
insult me? Do you suppose, even if her own pity 
should so far tempt her to degrade herself, that I 
could allow her so to contaminate her purity ?” 

“Your terror, sir, excuses your rudeness,” 

“ Eudeness, sir ? the rudeness lies in your intruding 
on us at such a moment !” 

“ Then this, perhaps, may, in your eyes at leant, 
excuse me in my turn.” A]id Philamnion lield out 
the cestus. “ You arc a better judge of its value iluin 
L But I am commissioned to say, that it is only an 
earnest of what she ^vill give willingly and at once, 
even to the half of her wealth, for the lumour of 
becoming your daughter’s pupil.” And ho lai<l the 
jewelled girdle on the table. 

The old man halted in his walk. The emeralds 
and pearls shone like the galaxy. He lookt;d at 
them; and walked on again more slowly. . * . What 
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might be their value ? What might it not be 1 At 
least, they would pay all his debts. . . . And after 
hovering to and fro for another minute before the 
bait, he turned to Philammon. “ If you would pro- 
mise to mention the thing to no one 

I will promise.” 

“ And in case my daughter, as I have a right to 
expect, shall refuse ” 

“Lot her Jkecp the jewels. Their owner has 
learnt, thank God, to despise and hate them ! Let 
her keep the jewels — and my curse ! For God do so 
to me, and more also, if I ever see her face again 1” 

The old man had not heard the latter part of Phil- 
ammon’s speech. He had seized his bait m greedily 
as a crocodile, and hurried off with it into Hypatia’s 
chamber, while Philammon stood expectant ; possessed 
with a now and fearful doubt. “Degrade herself?” 
“Contaminate her purity!” If that notion were to 
bo the fruit of all her philosophy? If selfishness, 
pride, Pliarisaisra, were all its outcome ? Why — ^had 
they not boon its outcome already? When had he 
scon her helping, even pitying, the poor, the outcast? 
When had he hoard from her one word of real sym- 
pathy for the sorrowing ; for the sinful? . . . He was 
still lost in thought when Theon re-entered, bringing 
a letter. 


From Eyj^atia to her welUheloved 

“I pity you— how should I not? And more, I 
thank you for this your request, for it shows me that 
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my iinwilling presence at the hideous pageant of to- 
day has not alienated from me a soul of •which I had 
cherished the noblest hopes, for which I had sketched 
out the loftiest destiny. Eut how shall I say itl 
Ask yourself whether a change— apparently impossible 
—must not take place in her for whom you plead, 
before she and I can meet ? I am not so inhuman as 
to blame you for ha'nng asked me ; I do not even 
blame her for being what she is. She does but follow 
her nature ; who can be angry with her, if destiny 
have informed so fair an animal with a too gross and 
earthly spirit 1 Why weep over her 'I Dust she is, 
and unto dust she will return : while you, to whom a 
more divine spark was allotted at your birth, must 
rise, and unrepining, leave below you one only con- 
nected with you by the unreal and fleeting bonds of 
fleshly kin.” 

Philanunon crushed the letter together in his hand, 
and strode from the house without a word. 

The philosopher had no gospel, then, for the harlot! 
No word for the sinner, the degraded ! Destiny for- 
sooth ! She was to follow her destiny, and bo base, 
miserable, self -condemned. She was to crush the 
voice of conscience and reason, as often as it awoko 
within her, and compel herself to believe that she was 
bound to be that which she knew herself bound not 
to be. She was to shut her eyes to that present 
palpable misery which was preaching to her, with the 
voice of God himself, that the wages of sin are death. 
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Dust she was, and unto dust she will return 1 Oh, 
glorious hope for her, for him, who felt as if an 
eternity of bliss would be worthless, if it parted him 
from his new-found treasure! Dust she was, and 
unto dust she must return ! 

Hapless Hyj)atia! If she must needs misapply, 
after the fashion of her school, a text or two here 
and there from the Hebrew scriptures, what suicidal 
fantasy set her on quoting that one 1 For now, upon 
Philammon’s memory flashed up in letters of light, 

ohl words forgotten for months and ere ho was 

aware, lie found himself repeating aloud and passion- 
ately, “ I boliovo in the forgiveness of sins, the resur- 
rection of the body, and the life everlasting,’' . , . 
and tlien clear and fair aiuse before him the vision of 
the God-man, as Ho lay at moat in the Pharisee’s 
house ; and of her who washed His feet with tears, 
and wiped them with the hairs of her head. , . . 
And from the depths of Ids agonised heart arose the 
prayer, “ Blessed Magdalene, intercede for her 1” 

Ho high he could rise, but not beyond. For the 
motion of That God-man was recoding fast to more 
atid more awful abysmal heights, in the minds of a 
ge.nerution who were forgetting His love in His power, 
and practically losing sight of His humanity in their 
<*agor doctrinal assertion of His Divinity. And Phil- 
umrnon’K heart ro-ochoed the spirit of his age, when 
he Mi that for an apostate like himself it were pre- 
HUUtptuouH to entreat for any light or help from the 
fouutuindioad itself. Ho who had denied his Lord, 
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he who had voluntarily cut himself off from the 
communion of the Catholic church — how could he 
restore himself “1 How could he appease the wrath of 
Him who died on the cross, save by years of bitter 
supplication and self-punishment'? . . . 

“Fool! Vain and ambitious fool that I have 
been 1 For this I threw away the faith of my child- 
hood ! For this I listened to words at which I shud- 
dered ; crushed down my own doubts and disgusts ; 
tried to persuade myself that I could reconcile them 
with Christianity — that I could make a lie fit into 
the truth ! For this I puffed myself up in the vain 
hope of becoming not as other men are — superior, 
forsooth, to my kind ! It was not enough for me to 
be a man made in the image of God: but I must 
needs become a god myself, knowing good and evil. — 
And here is the end 1 I call upon my fine philosophy 
to help me once, in one real practical human struggle, 
and it folds its arms and sits serene and silent, smiling 
upon my misery I Oh 1 fool, fool, thou art filled with 
the fruit of thy own devices ! Back to the old faith ! 
Home again, thou wanderer! And yet how homo'? 
Are not the gates shut against me ? Perhaps against 
her too. . . . What if she, like me, were a baptized 
Christian V 

Terrible and all but hopeless that thought flashed 
across him, as in the first revulsion of his conscience 
he plunged utterly and implicitly back again into the 
faith of his childhood, and all the dark and cruel 
theories popular in his day rose up before him in all 
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their terrors. In the innocent simplicity of the Laura 
he had never felt their force ; but he felt them now. 
If Pelagia were a baptized woman, what was before 
her but unceasing penance 1 Before her, as before 
him, a life of cold and hunger, groans and tears, lone- 
liness and hideous soul -sickening uncertainty. Life 
was a dungeon for them both henceforth. Be it so ! 
There was nothing else to believe in. No other rock 
of hope in earth or heaven. That at least promised 
a possibility of forgiveness, of amendment, of virtue, 
of reward — ay, of everlasting bliss and glory; and 
even if she missed of that, better for her the cell in 
the desert than a life of self-contented impurity ! If 
that latter were her destiny, as Hypatia said, she 
should at least die fighting against it, defying it, 
cursing it! Bettor virtue with hell, than sin with 
heaven 1 And Hypatia had not oven promised her a 
heaven. The resurrection of the flesh was too carnal 
a notion for her refined and lofty creed. And so, his 
four months' dream swept away in a moment, ho 
hurried back to his chamber, with one fixed thought 
before him — the desert ; a coll for Pelagia ; another 
for liimself. There they would repent, and pray, and 
mourn out life side by side, if perhaps God would have 
mercy upon their souls. Yet — perhaps, she might 
not have boon baptized after all. And then she was 
safe. Like other converts from Paganism, she might 
become a catechumen, and go on to baptism, whore 
the mystic water would wash away in a moment all 
the past, and she would begin life afresh, in the spot- 
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less robes of innocence. Yet he had been baptised, 
he knew from Arsenins, before he left Athens j and 
she was older than he. It was all but impossible : 
yet he would hope ; and breathless with anxiety and 
excitement, he ran up the narrow stairs and found 
Miriam standing outside, her hand upon the bolt, 
apparently inclined to dispute his passage. 

“ Is she still within 

“What if she be^ 

“Let me pass into my own room.” 

“ Yours ? Who has been paying the rent for you, 
these four months past ? You ! What can you say 
to her^ What can you do for her? Young pedant, 
you must be in love yourself before you can help poor 
creatures who are in love !” 

But Philammon pushed past her so fiercely, that 
the old woman was forced to give way, and with a 
sinister smile she followed him into the chamber. 

Pelagia sprang towards her brother. 

“ Will she ? — will she see me ?” 

“ Let us talk no more of her, my beloved,” said 
Philammon, laying his hands gently on her trembling 
shoulders, and looking earnestly into her eyes. , . . 
“Better that we two should work out our deliverance 
for ourselves, without the help of strangers. You can 
trust me?” 

“You? And can you help me? Will you teach 
me?” 

“Yes, but not here. . . . We must escape — D^ay, 
hear me, one moment ! dearest sister, hear me ! Are 
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you so happy hero that you can conceive of no better 
place 1 And — and, oh, God ! that it may not be true 
after all ! — but is there not a hell hereafter 

Pelagia covered her face with her hands — “ The 
old monk warned me of it V* 

“Oh, take his warning.” . . . And Philammon 
was bursting forth with some such words about the 
lake of fire and brimstone as he had been accustomed 
to hear from Pambo and Arsenins, when Pelagia in- 
terrupted him — 

“ Oh, Minam ! Is it true ? Is it possible ? "Wliat 
will become of mo V* almost shrieked the poor child. 

“ What if it wore true ? — ^Let him tell you how he 
will save you from it,” answered Miriam quietly. 

“ Will not the Gospel save her from it — unbeliev- 
ing Jew ? Do not contradict me 1 I can save her.” 

“ If she does what 

“Can she not ropent? Can she not mortify these 
base affections ? Can she not bo forgiven ^ Oh, my 
Pelagia I forgive mo for having dreamed one moment 
that I could make you a philosopher, when you may 
bo a saint of God, a — 

lie stopped short suddenly, as the thought about 
ba})tism flashed across him, and in a faltering voice 
asked, “Are you baptized 

“Jlaptized?” asked she, hardly understanding the 
term. 

“ Yes— by the bishop — ^in the church.” 

“Ah,” she said, “I remember now. , . . When I 
was four or five years old. ... A tank, and women 
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undressing. . . . And I was bathed too, and an old 
man dipped my head under the water three times. 
... I have forgotten what it all meant — ^it was so 
long ago. I wore a white dress, I know, afterwards.” 

Philammon recoiled with a groan. 

“ Unhappy child 1 May God have mercy on you »” 

“Will He not forgive me, then? You have for- 
given me. He ? — ^He must be more good even than 
yon— Why not ?” 

“He forgave you then, freely, when you wore 
baptized : and there is no second pardon, unless 

“ Unless I leave my love 1” shrieked Pelagia. 

“When the Lord forgave the blessed Magdalene 
freely, and told her that her faith had saved her — did 
she live on in sin, or even in the pleasures of this 
world ? No ! though God had forgiven her, she couhl 
not forgive herself. She fled forth into the desert, 
and there, naked and barefoot^ clothed only with hoi* 
hair, and feeding on the herb of the field, she stayed 
fasting and praying till her dying day, never seeing 
the face of man, but visited and comforted l^y angels 
and archangels. And if she, she who never fell again, 
needed that long penance to work out her own salva- 
tion — oh, Pelagia, what will not God require of you, 
who have broken your baptismal vows, and defile<l 
the white robes, which the tears of penance only can 
wash clean once more ?” 

“But I did not know! I did not ask to bo bap- 
tized ^ Oi’uel, cruel parents, to bring me to it ! And 
God I Oh, why did He forgive mo so soon ? And to 
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go into the deserts 1 I dare not I I cannot ! See me, 
how delicate and tender I am ! I should die of hunger 
and cold ! I should go mad with fear and loneliness ! 
Oh ! brother, brother, is this the Gospel of the Chris- 
tians *1 I came to you to be taught how to be wise, 
and good, and respected, and you tell me that all I 
can do is to live this horrible life of torture here, on 
the chance of escaping torture for ever ! And how do 
I know that I shall escape it ? How do I know that 
I shall make myself miserable enough How do I 
know that He will forgive me after all ? Is this true, 
Miriam ? Tell mo, or I shall go mad 1” 

** Yes,” said Miriam, with a quiet sneer. “This is 
the gospel and good news of salvation, according to 
the doctrine of the Nazarenea” 

“ I will go with you 1” cried Philammon. “I will 
go I I will never leave you ! I have my own sins to 
Wiish away 1 — Happy for me if I ever do it ! — And I 
will Imild you a coll near mine, and kind men will 
teach us, and we will pray together night and morning, 
for ourselves and for each other, and weep out our 
weary lives together ” 

“Better end them here, at oncol” said Pelagia, 
with a gesture of despair, and dashed herself down on 
the floor. 

Philammon was about to lift her up, when Miriam 
caught him by the arm, and in a hurried whisper — 
“Are you mad? Will you ruin your own purpose? 
Why <lid you tell her this? Why did you not wait — 
give her hope — time to collect herself — time to wean 
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herself from her lover, instead of terrifying and <li«- 
gusting her at the outset, as you have done? Have 
you a man’s heart in you? No word of comfort for 
that 2 )oor creatme, nothing but hell, hell, hell — Sec to 
your own chance of hell first I It is greater than y<m 
fancy 1” 

“ It cannot be greater than I fancy !” 

‘‘Then see to it For her, poor darling! — why, 
even we Jews, who know that all you Gentiles ar<i 
doomed to Gehenna alike, have some sort of hoi>o for 
such a poor untaught creature as that” 

“ And why is she untaught 1 Wretch that you are ! 
You have had the training of her ! You brought her 
up to sin and shame 1 You drove from her recollection 
the faith in which she was baptized !” 

“ So much the better for her, if the recollection of 
it is to make her no happier than it docs already. 
Better to wake unexpectedly in Gehenna when you 
die, than to endure over and above the dread of it 
here. And as for leaving her untaught, on your own 
showing she has been taxight too much already. Wiscu* 
it would be in you to curse your parents for having 
had her baptized, than mo for giving her ten years’ 
pleasure before she goes to the pit of T<^phct. Come 
now, don’t be angry with mo. The old Jewess is your 
friend, revile her as you will. She shall marry this 
Goth.” 

“An Arian heretic !” 

“She shall convert him and make a Catholic of 
him, if you like. At all events, if you wish to win 
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her, you inuBt win her niy way. You have had your 
chance, and spoiled it. Let me have mine, Pelagia, 
darling! Up, and bo a woman! Wo will find a 
philtre downstairs to give that ungrateful man, that 
shall make him more mad about you, before a day is 
over, than ever you were about him.” 

ISfo 1 ” said Pelagia, looking up. ‘‘No love-potions ! 
No poison.s 1” 

“Poisons, little fool! Do you doubt the old 
w^oman’s skill ^ Do you think I shall make him lose 
his wdts, as Callisphyra did to her lover last yeai*, 
because she woukl trust to old Megiera’s drugs, instead 
of coming to mo 1” 

“ No ! No ditigs ; no magic ! He must love mo 
really, or not at all ! lie must love mo for myself, 
because I am worth loving, because he honours, wor- 
ships me, or lot me die. T, whoso boast was, even 
wlum I was l)iiHOst, tliat I never needed such mean 
triijks, but conquered like Aphrodite, a queen in my 
own right ! I have boon my own lovo-charm : when 
I cease to bo that-, hat mo die I” 

“ One as mad Jis the other 1” cried Miriam, in utter 
peiqdexity* “Histl what is that tramp upon the 
Htairs f * 

At this moment heavy footsteps wore heard.asccnd- 
ing the stairs. ... All throe stopped agliast: Phil- 
ammon, bmiauso ho thought the visitors were monks 
in search of him ; Miriam, because she thought they 
wore Orestes’s guards in search of her ; and Pelagia^ 
from vague dread of anything and everything. . . . 
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“Have you an inner room?” asked the Jewess* 
“None.” 

The old woman set her lips firmly, and drew her 
dagger. Pelagia wrapped her face in her cloak, and 
stood trembling, bowed down, as if expecting another 
blow. The door opened, and in walked, neither 
monks nor guard, but Wulf and Smid. 

“Heyday, young monk!” cried the latter worthy, 
with a loud laugh — “Veils here, too, eh? At your 
old trade, my worthy portress of hell-gate? Well, 
walk out now; we have a little business with this 
young gentleman.” ' 

And slipping past the unsuspecting Goths, Pelagia 
and Miriam hurried down staira 

“The young one, at least, seems a little ashamcfl 
of her errand. ... Now, Wulf, speak low; and 1 
will see that no one is listening at the door*” 

Philammon faced his unexpected visitors with a 
look of angry inquiry. What right had they, or any 
man, to intrude at such a moment on his misery and 
disgrace ? . . . But ho was disaimed the next instant 
by old Wulf, who advanced to him, and looking him 
fully in the face with an expression which there was 
no mistaking, hold out his broad brown hand. 

Philammon grasped it, and then covering his face 
with his hands, burst into tears. 

“You did right. You are a bravo boy* If you 
had died, no man need have been ashamed to die your 
death.” 

“You were there, then?” sobbed Philammon* 
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“ We wore.” 

“And what is more,” said Smid, as the poor boy 
writhed at the admission, “ we were mightily minded, 
some of ns, to have leapt down to you and cut you a 
passage out. One man at least, whom I know of, felt 
his old blood as hot for the minute as a four-year-old's. 
The foul curs 1 And to hoot her, after all 1 Oh that 
I may have one good hour's hewing at them before I 
die !” 

“And you shall 1” said Wulf. “Boy, you wish to 
get this sister of yours into your power 

“It is hopeless — ^hopeless! She will never leave 
her the Amal.” 

“Are you so sure of that f’ 

“ She told me so with her own lips not ten minutes 
ago. That was she who went out as you entered !” 

A curse of astonishment and regret burst from 
Smid. . . . 

“Had I but known her! By the soul of my 
fathers, she should have found that it was easier to 
come here than to go home again 1” 

“ Hush, Smid 1 Better as it is. Boy, if I put her 
into your power, dare you carry her ojffl” 

Thilammon hesitated one moment. 

“ What I dare you know already. But it would be 
an unlawful thing, surely, to use violence.” 

“ Settle your philosopher's doubts for yourself. I 
have made my offer. I should have thought that a 
man in his senses could give but one answer, much 
more a mad monk.” 



192 


LOST LAMBS. 


“ You forget the money matters, prince,” said Smid, 
with a smile. 

“ I do not. But I don’t think the boy so moan as 
to hesitate on that account” 

“ He may as well know, however, that wo promise 
to send all her trumpery after her, even to the Aiual’s 
presents. As for the house, wo won’t trouble her to 
lend it us longer than we can help. We inteml 
shortly to move into more extensive premises, and 
open business on a grander scale, as the shopkccpei*s 
say, — eh, prince^” 

‘^Her moneys — That money*? God forgive her I” 
answered Philammon. “Do you fancy me bano 
enough to touch it*? But I am resolved. Toll ino 
what to do, and I will do it” 

“You know the lane which runs down to tho 
canal, under the left wall of the house *1” 

“Yes.” 

“And a door in the corner tower, close to the 
landing-place ?” 

“I do.” 

“Be there, with a dozen stout monks, to-morrow, 
an hour after sundown, and take what we give you. 
After that, the concern is yours, not ours.” 

“ Monks said Philammon. “I am at open foud 
with the whole order.” 

“Make friends with them, then,” shortly suggostc<l 
Smid. 

Philammon writhed inwardly. “It makes no dif- 
ference to you, I presume, whom I bring?” 
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“ No Dioro than it does vhether or not you pitch 
her into the canal, and put a hurdle over her when 
you have got her,” answered Smid; “which is what 
a Goth would do, if he were in your place.” 

“Do not vex the poor lad, friend.. If he t.Linlra 
ho can mend her instead of punishing her, in Fi’eya’s 
name, let him try. You will he there, then 1 And 
mind, I like you. I liked you when you faced that 
great liver-hog. I like you better now than ever; 
for you have spoken to-day like a Sagaman, and dared 
like a hero. Therefore mind ; if you do not bring a 
good guard to-morrow night, your life wiU not be safe. 
The whole city is out in the streets ; and Odin alone 
knows what will be done, and who will be alive, eight- 
and-forty hours hence. Mind you! — ^The mob may 
do strange things, and they may see still stranger 
things dona If you once find yourself safe back 
hero, stay whore you are, if you value her life or your 
own. And— if you are wise, let the men whom you 
bring with you bo monks, though it cost your proud 
stomach ” 

“That’s not fair, prince! You are telling too 
much!” interrupted Smid, while Philammon gulped 
down the said i^oud stomach, and answered, “ Bo it 
sol” 

“I have won my bet, Smid,” said the old man, 
chuckling, as the two tramped out into the street, to 
the surprise and fear of all the neighbours, while the 
childinn clapped their hands, and the street dogs felt 
VOL. ir. 0 
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it their duty to bark lustfly at the strange figures of 
their unwonted visitors. 

“ No play, no pay, Wulf. We shall see to-naorrow/’ 

“ I knew that he would stand the trial ! I know 
he was right heart !” 

At aU events, there is no fear of his ill-using the 
poor thing, if he loves her well enough to go down on 
his knees to his sworn foes for her.” 

“I don’t know that,” answered Wulf, with a shako 
of the head. “These monks, I hear, fancy that their 
God likes them the better the more miserable they 
are: so, perhaps they may fancy that he will like 
them all the more, the more miserable they make 
other people. However it’s no concern of ours.” 

“ We have quite enough of oim own to see to just 
now. But mind, no play, no pay.” 

“ Of course not. How the streets are filling 1 Wo 
shall not be able to see the guards to-night, if this 
mob thickens much more.” 

“We shall have enough to do to hold our own, 
perhaps. Do you hear what they are crying there ? 
‘Down with all heathens ! Down with barbaiians !’ 
That means us, you know.” 

“Do you fancy no one understands Cilreek but 
yourself ? Let them come. ... It may give us an 
excuse. . . . And we can hold the house a week” 

“But how can we get speech of the guards !” 

“We will slip round by water. And, after all, 
deeds will vrin them better than talk They will he 
forced to fight on the same side as wo, and most 
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probably be glad of our help ; for if the mob attacks 
any one, it will begin with the Prefect.” 

“And then — Curse their shouting! Let the 
soldiers once find our Amal at their head, and they 
will be ready to go with him a mile, where they 
meant to go a yard.” 

“The Goths will, and the Markmen, aad those 
Dacians, and Thracians, or whatever the Eomans call 
them. But I hardly trust the Hims.” 

“The curse of heaven on their pudding faces and 
pigs’ eyes 1 There will bo no love lost between us. 
But there are not twenty of them scattered in different 
troops ; one of us can thrash three of them ; and they 
will 1)0 sure to side with the winning party. Besides, 
plunder, plunder, comrade I When did you know a 
Ilun turn back from that, oven if he were only on 
the scent of a lump of tallow V* 

“As for the Gauls and Latins,” . , . wont on 
Wulf, meditatively, “they belong to any man who 
can pay thorn.” . . . 

“Which we can do, like all wise generals, one 
penny out of our own pocket, and nine out of the 
enemy’s. And the Amal is staunch?” 

“ Staunch as his own hounds, now there is some- 
thing to be done on the spot. His heart was in the 
right place after all I know it all along. But ho 
could never in his life see four-and-twenty hours 
before him. Even now if that Pelagia gets him 
under her spell again, ho may throw down his sword, 
and fall as fast asleep as over.” 
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‘‘Never fear; we have settled her destiny for her, 
as far as that is concerned. Look at the mob before 
the door ! We must get in by the postern-gate.’’ 

“Get in by the sewer, like a rat! I go my 
own way. Draw, old hammer and tongs I or run 
away !” 

“Not this time.” And sword in hand, the two 
marched into the heart of the crowd, who gave way 
before them like a flock of sheep. 

“They know their intended shepherds already,” 
said Smid. But at that moment the crowd, seeing 
them about to enter the house, raised a yell of 
“Goths! Heathens! Barbarians!” and a rush from 
behind took place. 

“If you will have it, then !” said Wulf. And the 
two long bright blades flashed round and round their 
heads, redder and redder every time they swung aloft 
. . . The old men never even checked their steady 
walk, and knocking at the gate, went in, leaving more 
than one lifeless corpse at the entrance. 

“We have put the coal in the thatch, now, with a 
vengeance,” said Smid, as they wiped their swords 
inside. 

“We have. Get me out a boat and half-a-dozon 
men, and I and Goderic will go round by the canal 
to the palace, and settle a thing or two with the 
guards,” 

“ Why should not the Amal go, and offer our help 
himself to the Prefect?” 

“What? Would you have him after that turn 
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against the hound ? For troth and honour’s sake, he 
must keep quiet in the matter.” 

** Ho will have no objection to keep quiet — trust 
him for that ! But don’t forget Sagaman Moneybag, 
the best of all orators,” called Smid laughingly after 
him, as he went off to man the boat. 



CHAPTEE XXV. 


SEEKING AFTER A SIGN. 

“What answer has he sent back, father?” asked 
Hypatia, as Theon re-entered her chamber, after 
delivering that hapless letter to Philammon. 

“Insolent that he is ! he tore it to fragments and 
fled forth without a word.” 

“Let him go, and desert us like the rest, in oui‘ 
calamity !” 

“At leasf, we have the jewels.” 

“The jewels? Let them be returned to their 
owner. Shall we defile ourselves by taking them as 
wages for anything— above all, for that which is 
unperformed.” 

“But, my child, they were given to us freely. lie 
bade me keep them ; and — and, to tell you the truth, 
I must keep them. After this unfortunate failure, bo 
sure of it, every creditor we have will be clamouiing 
for payment.” 

“Let them take our house and furniture, and soil 
us as slaves, then. Let them take all, provided wo 
keep our virtue.” 

“ Sell us as slaves ? Are you mad ?” 
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“Not quite mad yet, father,” answered she with a 
sad smile. “ But how should we be worse than we 
are now, were we slaves 1 Eaphael Aben-Ezra told 
me that he obeyed my precepts, when he went forth 
as a houseless beggar ; and shall I not have courage 
to obey them myself, if the need come ? The thought 
of his endurance has shamed my luxury for this many 
a month. After all, what does the philosopher re- 
quire but broad and water, and the clear brook in 
which to wash away the daily stains of his earthly 
prison house? Lot what is fated come. Hypatia 
struggles with the stream no more 1” 

“ My daughter I And have you given up all hope? 
So soon disheartened ! What I Is this paltry accident 
to swoop away the purposes of years? Orestes remains 
still faithful. His guards have orders to garrison the 
house for as long as we shall require them.” 

“ Send them away, then. I have done no wrong, 
and I fear no punishment.” 

“ You do not know the madness of the mob ; they 
are shouting your name in the streets already, in com- 
pany with Pelagia’a” 

Hypatia shuddered. Her name in company with 
Pelagia's ! And to this she had brought herself ! 

“ I have deserved it 1 I have sold myself to a lie 
and a disgrace ! I have stooped to truckle, to intrigue ! 
I have bound myself to a sordid trickster ! Father ! 
never mention Ms name to mo again ! I have leagued 
myself with the impure and the bloodthirsty, and I 
have my reward ! No more politics for Hypatia from 
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henceforth, my father; no more orations and lectures; 
no more pearls of Divine wisdom cast before swine. 
I have sinned in divulging the secrets of the Immortals 
to the mob. Let them follow their natures ! Fool 
that I was, to fancy that my speech, my plots, could 
raise them above that which the gods had made them ! 

‘‘Then you give up our lectures? Worse and 
worse ! We shall be ruined utterly 1” 

“ We are ruined utterly already. Orestes ? There 
is no help in him. I know the man too well, iiiy 
father, not to know that he would give us up to- 
morrow to the fury of the Christians were his own 
base life — even his own baser office — in danger.’' 

“Too true — too true I I fear,” said the poor ol<l 
man, wringing his hands in perplexity. “ What will 
become of us, — of you, rather? What matter wliat 
happens to the useless old star-gazer? Lot him die ! 
To-day or next year is alike to him. But you, — you 1 
Let us escape by the canal. Wo may gather up 
enough, even without these jewels, which you refuse, 
to pay our voyage to Athens, and there we shall bo 
safe with Plutarch ; he will welcome you — all Atheim 
will welcome you— wo will collect a fresh school -and 
you shall be Queen of Athens, as you have been iiucon 
of Alexandria I” 

“Fo, father. What I know, henceforth I will 
know for myself only. Hypatia will bo from this day 
alone with the Immortal Gods I” 

“You will not leave mo?” cried the ohi man, 
terrified. 
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“ Never on eaxth !” answered she, bursting into real 
human tears, and throwing herself on his bosom. 
“ Never — never ! father of my spirit as well as of my 
flesh !— the parent who has trained me, taught me, 
educated my soul from the cradle to use her wings ! — 
the only human being who never misunderstood me 
— never thwarted me — ^never deceived me 1” 

“My priceless child ! And I have been the cause 
of your ruin !” 

“ Not you ! — a thousand times not you ! I only 
am to blame ! 1 tampered with worldly politics. I 
tempted you on to fancy that I could effect what I so 
rashly undertook. Do not accuse yourself unless you 
wish to break my heart ! We can bo happy together 
yet — A palm-leaf hut in the desert, dates from the 
grove, and water from the spring — the monk dares be 
miserable alone in such a dwelling, and cannot we dare 
to bo happy together in it^” 

“ Then you will escape 

“Not to-day. It were base to flee before danger 
comes. We must hold out at our post to the last 
moment, oven if wo dare not die at it like heroes. 
And to-morrow I go to the lecture-room, — to the be- 
loved Museum, for the last time, to take farewell of 
my pupila Unworthy as they are, I owe it to myseK 
and to philosophy to tell them why I leave them,” 
“It will be too dangerous — ^indeed it will 1” 

“ I could take the guards with me, then. And yet 
— no. . . . They shall never have occasion to impute 
fear to the philosopher. Let them see her go forth as 



202 


SEEKING AFTEE A SION. 


usual on her errand, strong in the courage of inno- 
cence, secure in the protection of the gods. So, per- 
haps, some sacred awe, some suspicion of her divine- 
ness, may fall on them at last.’’ 

“ I must go with you.” 

No, I go alone. You might incur danger where 
I am safe. After all, I am a woman . . . And, fierce 
as they are, they will not dare to harm me.” 

The old man shook his head. 

Look now,” she said smilingly, laying her hands 
on his shoulders, and looking into his face . . . “ You 
tell mo that I am beautiful, you know ; and beauty 
will tame the lion. Do you not think that this face 
might disarm even a monk'!” 

And she laughed and blushed so sweetly, that the 
old man forgot his fears, as she intended that ho 
should, and kissed her and went his way for the time 
being, to command all manner of hospitalities to the 
soldiers, whom he prudently determined to keep in 
his house as long as he could make them stay there ; 
in pursuance of which wise purjmse he contrived not 
to see a great deal of pleasant flirtation between his 
valiant defenders and Hypatia’s maids, who, by no 
means so prudish as their mistress, welcomed as a rare 
boon from heaven an afternoon’s chat with twenty tall 
men of war. 

So they jested and laughed below, while old Theon, 
having brought out the very best old wine, and 
actually proposed in person, by way of mending 
matters, the health of the Emperor of Africa, locked 
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liimself into the library, and comforted his troubled 
soul with a tough problem of astronomy, which had 
been haunting him the whole day, even in the theatre 
itself. But Hypatia sat still in her chamber, her face 
buried in her hands, her heart full of many thoughts, 
her eyes of tears. She had smiled away her father’s 
fears ; she could not smile away her own. 

She felt, she hardly knew why, but she felt as 
clearly as if a god had proclaimed it to her bodily 
ears, that the crisis of her life was come ; that her 
X)olitical and active career was over, and that she must 
now bo content to be for herself and in herself alone, 
all that she was, or might become. The world might 
bo regenerated : but not in her day ; — the gods re- 
stored ; but not by her. It was a fearful discovery, 
— and yet hardly a discovery. Her heart had told 
her for years that she was hoping against hope, — that 
she was struggling against a stream too mighty for 
her. And now the moment had come when she must 
either bo swept helpless down the current, or, by one 
desperate effort, win firm land, and lot the tide roll 
on its own way henceforth ... Its own way? . . . 
Not the way of the gods, at least ; for it was sweep- 
ing their names from off the earth. What if they did 
not care to bo known ? What if they were weary of 
worship and reverence from mortal men, and, self- 
sufficing in their own perfect bliss, recked nothing for 
the weal or woe of eai’th ? Must it not ho so ? Had 
she not proof of it in everything which she beheld ? 
What did Isis care for her Alexandria? What did 
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Athene care for her Athens? . , . And yet Homer 
and Hesiod, and those old Orphic singers, *vvei*e of 
another mind. . . . Whence got they that strange 
fancy of gods counselling, warring, intermarrying, with 
mankind, as with some kindred tribe ? 

‘‘Zeus, father of gods and men.”. . . Those were 
words of hope and comfort. . . . But wore they true? 
Father of men? Impossible 1 — not father of Pelagia, 
surely. Not father of the base, the foul, the ignorant. 

. . . Father of heroic souls, only, the poets must 
have meant. . . . But where were the heroic souls 
now? Was she one? If so, why was she deserted 
by the upper powers in her utter need? Was the 
heroic race indeed extinct ? Was she merely assum- 
ing, in her self-conceit, an honour to which she had 
no claim ! Or was it all a dream of these old singers ? 
Had they, as some bold philosophers had said, in- 
vented gods in their own likeness, and palmed off on 
the awe and admiration of men their own fair phan- 
toms? ... It must be so. If there wore gods, to 
know them was the highest bliss of man. Then 
would they not teach men of themselves, unveil their 
own loveliness to a chosen few, even for the sake of 
their own honour, if not, as she had dreamed once, 
from love to those who bore a kindred flame to theirs? 

. . . What if there were no gods? What if the 
stream of fate, which was sweeping away their names, 
were the only real power? What if that old Pyr- 
rhonic notion were the true solution of the problem 
of the Universe ? What if there were no centre, no 
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order, no rest, no goal — ^but only a perpetual flux, a 
down-rushing change ^ And before her dizzying brain 
and heart arose that awful vision of Lucretius, of 
the homeless Universe falling, falling, falling, for ever 
from nowhence toward nowMther through the unend- 
ing ages, by causeless and unceasing gravitation, 
while the changes and efforts of all mortal things 
were but the jostling of the dust-atoms amid the ever- 
lasting storm. . , . 

It could not bo I There was a truth, a virtue, a 
beauty, a nobleness, which could never change, but 
which were absolute, the same for ever. The God- 
given instinct of her woman’s heart rebelled against 
her intellect, and, in the name of God, denied its lie. 

. . . Yes, — there was virtue, beauty. . . . And yet — 
might not they, too, be accidents of that enchantment, 
which man calls mortal life ; temporary and mutable 
accidents of consciousness ; brilliant sparks, struck out 
by the clashing of the dust-atoms ^ Who could tell? 

There were those once who could tell. Did not 
Plotinus speak of a direct mystic intuition of the 
Deity, an enthusiasm without passion, a still intoxica- 
tion of the soul, in which she rose above life, thought, 
reason, herself, to that which she contemplated, the 
absolute and first One, and united herself with that 
One, or, rather, became aware of that union which 
had existed from the first moment in which she 
emanated from the One 1 Six times in a life of sixty 
years hud Plotinus risen to that height of mystic 
union, and known himself to bo a part of God. Once 
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had Porphyry attained the same glory. Hyjiatia, 
though often attempting, had never yet succeeded in 
attaining to any distinct vision of a being external to 
herself ; though practice, a firm will, and a powei’ful 
imagination, had long since made her an adept in 
producing, almost at will, that mysterious trance, 
which was the preliminary step to supernatural vision. 
But her delight in the brilliant, and, as she hold, 
divine imaginations, in which at such times she 
revelled, had been always checked and chilled by tifio 
knowledge that, in such matters, hundreds inferior to 
her in intellect and in learning, — ay, saddest of all, 
Christian monks and nuns, boasted themselves her 
equals, — ^indeed, if their own account of their visions 
was to be believed, her superiors — by the same 
methods which she employed For by celibacy, 
rigorous fasts, perfect bodily quiescence, and intense 
contemplation of one thought, they, too, protended to 
be able to rise above the body into the heavenly 
regions, and to behold things unspeakable, wliich, 
nevertheless, like most other unspeakable things, con- 
trived to be most carefully detailed and noised abroad. 
. . . And it was with a half feeling of shamo that slic 
prepared herself that afternoon for one more, perhaps 
one last attempt, to scale the heavens, as she recol- 
lected how many an illiterate monk and nun, from 
Constantinople to the Thebaid, was probably em- 
ployed at that moment exactly as she was. Still, the 
attempt must be made. In that terrible abyss of 
doubt, she must have something palpable, real ; some- 
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thing hcyond her own thoughts, and hopes, and 
speculations, whereon to rest her weary faith, her weary 
heart, . . . Perhaps this time, at least, in her ex- 
tremest need, a god might vouchsafe some glimpse of 
his own beauty. . . . Athene might pity at last. . . . 
Or, if not Athene, some archetype, angel, demon. . . . 
And then she shuddered at the thought of those c^dl 
and deceiving spirits, whoso delight it was to delude 
and tempt the votaries of the gods, in the forms of 
angels of light. But even in the face of that danger, 
she must make the trial once again. Was she not pure 
and spotless as Athene's self? Would not her innate 
purity enable her to discern, by an instinctive anti- 
pathy, those foul lieings beneath the fairest mask? 
At least, she must make the trial. . . . 

And 80, with a look of intense humility, she began 
to lay aside licr jewels and her upper robes. Then, 
baring her bosom and her feet, and shaking her gohlcn 
tresses loose, she lai<l herself down upon the couch, 
crossed her hands upon her breast, and, with upturned 
ecstatic eyes, waited for that which might befall. 

There she lay, liour after hour, as her eye gradually 
kindled, her Iwsom heaved, her breath came fast : but 
there was no more sign of life in those straight still 
liml) 8 , and listless feet and hands, than in Pygmalion’s 
ivory bridt!, before she bloomed into human flesh and 
blotxl. The sun sank towards his rest ; the roar of 
the <n‘ty grew louder an<l lomler without; the soldiers 
revelled and laughotl below ; but every sound passed 
through unconHcious cars, and went its way unheeded. 
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Faith, hope, reason itself were staked upon the result 
of that daring effort to scale the highest heaven. And, 
by one continuous effort of her practised will, which 
reached its highest virtue, as mystics hold, in its own 
suicide, she chained down her senses from every sight 
and sound, and even her mind from every thought, 
and lay utterly self-resigned, self-emptied, till con- 
sciousness of time and place had vanished, and she 
seemed to herself alone in the abyss. 

She dared not reflect, she dared not hope, she 
dared not rejoice, lest she should break the spell . . , 
Again and again had she broken it at this very point, 
by some sudden and tumultuous yielding to her own 
joy or awe; but now her will held firm. . . . She 
did not feel her own limbs, hear her own breath . . . 
A light bright mist, an endless network of glittering 
films, coming, going, uniting, resolving themselves, 
was above her and around her. . . . Was she in the 
body or out of the body ^ . 

The network faded into an abyss of still clear light 
... A still warm atmosphere was around her, thrill- 
ing through and through her. . . . She breathed the 
light, and floated in it, as a mote in the midday beam. 

. . . And still her will held film 

Far away, miles, and (eons, and abysses away, 
through the interminable depths of glory, a dark and 
shadowy spot. It neared and grow. ... A dark glo])c, 
grined with rainbows. . . . What might it be ? 8ho 
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dared not hope ... It cahie nearer, nearer, nearer, 
touched her. . . The centre quivered, flickered, took 
form — a face. . . . A god’s? No — Pelagia’s. 

Beautiful, sad, craving, reproachful, indignant, 
awful. . . . Hypatia could bear no more ; and sprang 
to her feet with a shriek, to experience in its full 
bitterness the fearful revulsion of the mystic, when 
the human reason and will which he has spurned 
reassert their God-given rights ; and after the intoxi- 
cation of the imagination, comes its prostration and 
collapse. 

And this, then, was the answer of the gods ! The 
phantom of her whom she had despised, exposed, 
spumed from her ! No, not their answer — the 
answer of my own soul! Fool that I have been! 
I have been exerting my will most while I pretended 
to resign it most 1 I have been the slave of every 
mental desire, while I tried to trample on them! 
What if that network of light, that blaze, that globe 
of darkness, have been, like the face of Pelagia, the 
phantoms of my own imagination — ay, even of my 
own senses ? What if I have mistaken for Deity my 
own self? What if I have been my own light, my 
own abyss? . . . Am I not my own abyss, my own 
light — ^my own darkness ?” And she smiled bitterly 
as she said it, and throwing herself again upon the 
couch, buried her head in her hands, exhausted 
equally in body and in mind. 

At last she rose, and sat, careless of her dishevelled 
locks, gazing out into vacancy. “ Oh, for a sign, for 
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a token ! Oh, for the golden days of which the poets 
sang, when gods walked among men, fought hy their 
side as friends 1 And yet . . . arc those old stories 
credible, pious, even modest? Does not my lieart 
revolt from them? Who has shared more than I in 
Plato’s contempt for the foul deeds, the degrading 
transformations, which Homer imputes to the gods of 
Greece? Must I believe them now? Must I stoop 
to think that gods, who live in a region above all 
sense, will deign to make themselves palpable to those 
senses of ours which are whole icons of existence below 
them? Degrade themselves to the baso accidents of 
matter? Yes! That, rather than nothing 1 ... Be 
it even so. Better, bettor, better, to believe that 
Ares fled shrieldng and wounded from a mortal man 
— ^better to believe in Zeus’s adulteries and Hermes’s 
thefts — than to believe that gods have never spoken 
face to face with men ! Let mo think, lost I go mad, 
that beings from that unseen world for which I hunger 
have appeared, and held communion ■with nuinkind, 
such as no reason nor sense could dou]>t— oven though 
those beings were more capricious and baser tliau fair- 
selves! Is there, after all, an unseen world? Oh, 
for a sign, a sign 1” 

Haggard and dizzy, she wandered into her ^‘chamber 
of the gods;” a collection of antiquities, which she 
kept there rather as matters of taste than of worship. 
All around her they looked out into vacancy with 
their white soulless eyeballs, their doail motionless 
beauty, those cold dreams of the buried generations. 
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Oh that they could speak, and set her heart at rest ! 
At the lower end of the room stood a Pallas, com- 
pletely armed with aegis, spear, and helmet , a gem of 
Athenian sculpture, which she had bought from some 
merchants after the sack of Athens by the Goths. 
There it stood severely fair ; but the right hand, alas ! 
was gone ; and there the maimed arm remained ex- 
tended, as if in sad mockery of the faith of which the 
body remained, while the power was dead and 
vanished. 

She gazed long and passionately on the image of 
her favourite goddess, the ideal to which she had 
longed for years to assimilate herself ; till — ^was it a 
dream ! was it a frolic of the dying sunlight ? or did 
those lips really bend themselves into a smile 

Impossible ! No, not impossible. Had not, only 
a few years before, the image of Hecate smiled on a 
philosopher ‘I Were there not stories of moving 
images, and winking pictures, and all the material 
aniracles by which a dying faith strives desperately — 
not to dccoivo others— but to persuade itself of its 
own sanity ? It had been — it might be — it was ! — 

No I there the lips were, as they had been from 
the beginning, closed upon each other in that stony 
self-collected calm, which was only not a sneer. The 
wonder, if it was one, had passed : and now— did her 
eyes play her false, or were the snakes round that 
Medusa’s head upon the shield all writhing, grinning, 
glaring at her with stony eyes, longing to stiffen her 
with tensor into their own likeness ? 
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No ! that, too, passed Would that even it had 
stayed, for it would have been a sign of life ! She 
looked up at the face once more : but in vain — the 
stone was stone ^ and ere she was aware, she found 
herself clasping passionately the knees of the marble. 

“Athene! Pallas! Adored! Ever Virgin! Abso- 
lute reason, springing unbegotten from the nameless 
One! Hear me! Athene! Have mercy on mo! 
Speak, if it be to curse me ! Thou who alone wieldest 
the lightnings of thy father, wield them to strike mo 
dead, if thou wiltj only do something! — something 
to prove thine own existence — something to make mo 
sure that anything exists beside this gross miserable 
matter, and my miserable soul. I stand alone in the 
centre of the universe ! I fall and sicken down the 
abyss of ignorance, and doubt, and boundless blank 
and darkness ! Oh, have mercy ! I know that thou 
art not this 1 Thou art everywhere and in all things ! 
But I know that this is a form which pleases thee, 
which symbolises thy nobleness ! I know that thou 
hast deigned to speak to those who — Oh ! what do 1 
know 1 Nothing ! nothing ! nothing !” 

And she clung there, bedewing with scalding tears 
the cold feet of the image, while there was neither 
sign, nor voice, nor any that answered. 

On a sudden she was startled by a rustling near ; 
and, looking round, saw close behind her the okl 
Jewess. 

“Cry aloud!” hissed tho hag, in a tone of bitter 
scorn ; “ Cry aloud, for she is a goddess. Either bIic 
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IS talWng, or pu;i’suing, or she is on a journey ; or 
perhaps she has grown old, as we all shall do some 
day, my pretty lady, and is too cross and lazy to stir. 
What ! her naughty doll will not speak to her, will it 
not*? or even open its eyes, because the wires are 
grown rusty ^ Well, we will find a new doll for her, 
if she chooses.” 

“Begone, hag ! What do you mean by intruding 
here ?” said H}T[mtia, springing up; but the old woman 
went on coolly — 

“Why not try the fair yoiuig gentleman over 
there?” pointing to a copy of the Apollo which we 
call Belvedere — “ What is his name ? Old maids are 
always cross and jealous, you know. But he — he 
could not be cruel to such a sweet face as that. Try 
tlio fair young lad ! Or, perhaps, if you are ]3ashful, 
the old Jewess might try him for you?” 

Ilieso lust wor<lH W'oro spoken with so marked a 
significance, that Hypatia, in spite of her disgust, 
found herself asking the hag what she meant. She 
made no answer for a few seconds, but remained 
looking steadily into her eyes with a glance of fire, 
before which oven the proud Hypatia, as she had done 
once before, quailed utterly, so deep was the under- 
standing, so dogged the purpose, so fearless the power, 
which burned within those withered and sunken 
sockets. 

“Hhall the okl witch call him up, the fair young 
Apollo, with the beauty-bloom upon his chin? Ho 
shall come ! He shall come I I warrant him ho must 
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come, civilly enough when old Miriam^s finger is once 
held up.” 

“ To you^ Apollo, the god of light, obey a J ewess'l ” 
A J ewess ? And you a Greek almost yelled the 
old woman. “ And who are you who ask ? And who 
are your gods, your heroes, your devils, you children 
of yesterday, compared with us ? You, who were a 
set of half-naked savages squabbling about the siege 
of Troy, when our Solomon, amid splendours such as 
Rome and Constantinople never saw, was controlling 
demons and ghosts, angels and archangels, principali- 
ties and powers, by the ineffable name ^ What science 
have you that you have not stolen from the Egyptians 
and Chaldees ‘I And what had the Egyptians which 
Moses did not teach them? And what have the 
Chaldees which Daniel did not teach them ? What 
does the world know but from us, the fathers and the 
masters of magic — ^us, the lords of the inner secrets of 
the universe 1 Come, you Greek baby — as the priests 
in Egypt said of your forefathers, always children, 
craving for a new toy, and throwing it away next day 
— come to the fountain-head of all your paltry wisdom ! 
Name what you will see, and you shall see it 1” 

Hypatia was cowed; for of one thing there was no 
doubt — that the woman utterly believed her own 
words ; and that was a state of mind of which she 
had seen so little, that it was no wonder if it acted on 
her with that overpowering sympathetic force, with 
which it generally does, and perhaps ought to, act on 
the human heart. Besides, her school had always 
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looked to the ancient nations of the East for the 
primscval founts of inspiration, the mysterious lore of 
mightier races long gone by. Might she not have 
found it now ^ 

The Jewess saw her advantage in a moment, and 
ran on, without giving her time to answer — 

“ What sort shall it be, then ? By glass and water, 
or by the moonlight on the wall, or l^y the sieve, or 
by the ineall By the cymbals, or by the stars ? By 
the table of the twenty-four elements, by which the 
empire was promised to Theodosius the Great, or by 
the sacred counters of the Assyrians, or by the sapphire 
of the Hecatic sphere *1 Shall I threaten, as the Egyp- 
tian priests used to do, to tear Osiris again in pieces, 
or to divulge the mysteries of Isis ? I could do so, if 
I chose ; for I know them all and more. Or shall I 
use the inoflablc name on Solomon’s seal, which we 
alone, of all the nations of the earth know"! No; it 
would bo a pity to waste that upon a heathen. It 
shall bo by the sacred wafer. Look hero ! — hero they 
are, the wondor-wc>rking atomies ! Eat no food this 
day, except one of those every three hours, and come 
to me to-night at the house of your porter, Eudsemon, 
bringing with you the black agate ; and then — ^why 
then, what you have the heart to see, you shall see 1” 
Hypatia took the wafers, hesitating-- 
<*P>ut what are theyf’ 

And you profess to explain Homer *1 Whom did 
I h(Mir the other mo7*niiig lecturing away so glibly on 
the nc]>cnthc whi<‘h Helen gave the heroes, to fill them 
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with the spirit of joy and love ; how it was an allegory 
of the inward inspiration which flows from spiritual 
beauty, and all that 'I — ^pretty enough, fair lady ; but 
the question still remains, what was it 1 and I say it 
was this. Take it and try; and then confess, that 
while you can talk about Helen, I can act her ; and 
know a little more about Homer than you do, after 
all.” 

‘‘I cannot believe you! Give me some sign of 
your power, or how can I trust you !” 

“ A sign 1 — A sign ? Kneel down then there, with 
your face toward the north ; you are over tall for the 
poor old cripple !” 

“II I never knelt to human being.” 

“ Then consider that you kneel to the handsome 
idol there, if you will — ^but kneel 1” 

And constrained by that glittering eye, Hypatia 
knelt before her. 

“Have you faith? Have you desire? Will you 
submit? Will you obey? Self-will and pride see 
nothing, know nothing. If you do not give up your- 
self, neither God nor devil will care to approach. Do 
you submit?” 

“I do ! I do 1” cried poor Hypatia, in an agony of 
curiosity and self-distrust, while she felt her eye quail- 
ing and her limbs loosening more and more every 
moment under that intolerable fascination. 

The old woman drew from her bosom a crystal, 
and placed the point against Hypatia^s })reast. A cold 
shiver ran through her. . . . The witch waved her 
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liands mysteriously round her head, muttering from 
time to time, ‘‘Do^vn ! down, proud spirit 1” and then 
placed the tips of her skinny fingers on the victim’s 
forehead. Gradually her eyelids became heavy ; again 
and again she tiied to raise them, and dropped them 
again before those fixed glaring eyes , . . and in 
another moment she lost consciousness. . . . 

’When she awoke, she was kneeling in a distant 
part of the room, -with dishevelled hair and garments. 
What was it so cold that she was clasping in her arms ? 
The feet of the Apollo ! The hag stood by her, 
chuckling to hemelf and clapping her hands. 

‘‘ How came I hero 1 What have I been doing f ’ 

** Saying such pretty things 1 — paying the fair youth 
there such compliments, as ho will not be rude enough 
to forget in his visit to-night. A charming prophetic 
trance you have had 1 Ah, ha 1 you are not the only 
woman who is wiser asleep than awake ! Well, you 
will make a very pretty Cassandra — or a Olytia, if 
you have the sense. ... It lies with you, my fair 
lady. Are you satisfied nowl Will you have any 
more signs? Shall the old Jewess blast those blue 
eyes blind to show that she knows more than the 
heathen?” 

**Oh, I believe you — I believe,” cried the poor 
exhausted maiden. I ^vill come ; and yet ” 

‘*Ah! yes! You had better settle first how he 
shall appear.” 

‘‘As ho wills! — lot him only come! only lot me 
know that he is a god, Abamnon said that gods 
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appeared in a clear, steady, unl)earable light, amid a 
choir of all the lesser deities, archangels, principalities, 
and heroes, who derive their life from them.” 

“ Ahamnon was an old fool, then. Do you think 
young Phoebus ran after Daphne with such a mob at 
his heels'? or that Jove, when he swam up to Leihi, 
headed a whole Nile-flock of ducks, an<l plover, and 
curlews ’I No, he shall come alone — to you alone ; and 
then you may choose for yourself between Cassandra 
andClytia. . . . Farewell, Do not forget your w'afcn?, 
or the agate either, and talk with no one between now 
and sunset. And then — ^my ju'ctty lady 1 ” 

And laughing to herself, the old hag glided from 
the room. 

Hypatia sat trembling with shame and drcatl Hhe, 
as a disciple of the more purely spiritualistic school of 
Porphyry, had always looked with aversion, with all 
but contempt, on those theurgic arts which were so 
much lauded and employed by Iaml)licus, Aliamnon, 
and those who clung lovingly to the okl priestly rit<iH of 
Egypt and Ohaldsea. They had seemed to hav vulgar 
toys, tricks of legerdemain, suited only for tlui wonkier 
of the mob. . . , She began to think of tliem with 
more favour now. How did she know thfit the vulgar 
did not require signs and wonders to make them 
believe?. . . How, indeed ? for did slio not want such 
herself ? And she opened Ahainiion^s famous letter to 
Porphyry, and read earnestly over, for the twentieth 
time, his subtle justification of magic, and felt it to be 
unanswerable. Magic ? What was not magical ? The 
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whole universe, from the planets over her head to the 
meanest pebble at her feet^ was utterly mysterious, 
ineffable, miraculous, influencing and influenced by 
affinities and repulsions as unexpected, as unfathom- 
able, as those which, as Abamnon said, drew the gods 
towards those sounds, those objects, which, either in 
form, or colour, or chemical properties, were s 3 mibolic 
r>f, or akin to, thomsolves. \\Tiat wonder in it, after 
all 1 Was not love and hatred, sympathy and anti- 
pathy, the law of the universe ? Philosophers, when 
they gave mechanical explanations of natural pheno- 
mena, came no nearer to the real solution of them. 
The myntorious ‘^Whyf’ remained untouched. . . . 
All their analyses could only darken with big words 
the plain fact that the water hated the oil with which 
it rcfuscKl to mix, the limo loved the acid which it 
eagerly received into itself, and, like a lover, grew 
warm with the rapture of affection. Why notl 
What right had wo to deny sensation, emotion, to 
them, any more than to ourselves ? Was not the same 
nnivorsal spirit stirring in them as in us 1 And was 
it not by virtue of that spirit that wo thought, and 
folt^ and loved 1 — ^Thon why not they, as well as wo*? 
If the one spirit ponneatod all things, if its all-onergis- 
ing presonoo linked the flower with the crystal as well 
us with the demon and the god, must it not link to- 
gether also the two extremes of the great chain of 
being 1 bind even the nameless One itself to the 
KiuallcHt creature which boro its creative impress'! 
What greater miracle in the attraction of a god or an 
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angel, by material incense, symbols, and spells, than in 
the attraction of one soul to another by the material 
sounds of the human voice 1 Was the affinity between 
spirit and matter implied in that, more miraculous 
than the affinity between the soul and the body? — 
than the retention of that soul within that body by 
the breathing of material air, the eating of material 
food? Or even, if the physicists were right, and the 
soul were but a material product or energy of the 
nerves, and the sole law of the universe the laws of 
matter, then was not magic even more probable, more 
rational ? Was it not fair by every analogy to suppose 
that there might be other, higher beings than ourselves, 
obedient to those laws, and therefore possible to bo 
attracted, even as human beings were, by the baits of 
material sights and sounds? ... If spirit pervaded 
all things, then was magic probable ; if nothing but 
matter had existence, magic was morally certain. All 
that remained in either case was the test of experience. 
. . . And had not that test been applied in every age, 
and asserted to succeed ? What more rational, moi’c 
philosophic, action than to try herself those methods 
and ceremonies which she was assured on every han<l 
had never failed but through the ignorance or unfit- 
ness of the neophyte ? . . . Abamnon must bo right 
. . . She dared not think him wrong ; for if this last 
hope failed, what was there left but to eat and drink, 
for to-morrow we die ? 



CHAPTER XXVL 

MIRIAM’S PLOT. 

He who has worshipped a woman, even against his 
will and conscience, knows well how storm may follow 
storm, and earthquake earthquake, before his idol bo 
utterly overthrown. And so Philammon found that 
ovoning, as ho sat pondering over the strange chances 
of tho day; for, as ho pondered, his old feelings 
towards Hypatia began, in spite of the struggles of 
liis conscience and reason, to revive within him. Not 
only pure love of her great loveliness, tho righteous 
instinct whicli bids us welcome and honour beauty, 
whether in man or woman, as something of i^eal worth 
— divine, heavenly, ay, though we know not how, in 
a most deep sense ctoimal ; whicli makes our reason 
give tho lie to all merely logical and sentimental 
maundorings of moralists about “ tho fleeting liues of 
this our painted clay telling men, as the old Hebrew 
Scriptures tell thorn, that physical beauty is the deepest 
of all spiritual spiilDols ; and that though beauty with- 
out discretion be the jewel of gold in the swine’s 
snout, yet the jcAvel of gohl it is still, tho sacrament 
of an inward beauty, which ought to be, perhaps 
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hereafter may be, fulfilled in spirit and in truth. 
Not only this, “which whispered to him — and who 
shall say that the whisper was of the earth, or of the 
lower world?— ‘‘She is too beautiful to be utterly 
evil but the very defect in her creed which ho had 
just discovered, drew him towards her again. She 
had no Gospel for the Magdalene, because she was a 
Pagan. . . . That, then, was the fault of her Pagan- 
ism, not of herseE She felt for Pelagia : but even 
if she had not, was not that, too, the fault of her 
Paganism? And for that Paganism who was to be 
blamed? She ? . . . Was he the man to affirm that? 
Had he not seen scandals, stupidities, brutalities, 
enough to shake even his faith, educated a Christian ? 
How much more excuse for her, more delicate, more 
acute, more lofty than he ; the child, too, of a heathen 
father? Her perfections, were they not her own? — 
her defects, those of her circumstances? , . . And 
had she not welcomed him, guarded him, taught 
him, honoimed him ? . . . Could he turn against her ? 
— above all now in her distress — ^perhaps her danger ? 
Was he not bound to her, if by nothing else, by grati- 
tude ? Was not he, of all men, bound to believe that 
all she required to make her perfect was convemion to 
the true faith ? . . . And that first dream of convert- 
ing her arose almost as bright as ever. . . . Then ho 
was checked by the thought of his first utter failure. 
... At least, if he could not convert her, ho could 
love her, pray for her. ... No, ho could not even do 
that ; for to whom could he pray ? Ho had to repent. 
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to bo forgiven, to humble himself by penitence, per- 
haps for years, ere he could hope to be heard even for 
himself, much less for another. , . . And so backwards 
and forwards swayed his hope and purpose, till he was 
roused from his meditation by the voice of the little 
porter summoning him to his evening meal; and 
recollecting, for the first time, that he had tasted no 
food that day, ho went down, half -unwillingly, and 
ato. 

But as ho, the porter, and his negro wife were 
sitting silently and sadly enough together, Miriam 
came in, ai>parcntly in high good humour, and lingered 
a moment on her way to her own apartments upstairs. 

“Eh? At supper? And nothing but lentils and 
water-melons, when the flesh-pots of Eg}q)t have Ijecn 
famous any time those two thousand years. Ah ! but 
times arc changed since then I . . . You have worn 
out the old Hebrew hints, you miserable Gentiles you, 
and got a Caisar instead of a Josejdil Hist, you 
hussies 1” cried she to the girls upstairs, clapping her 
hands loudly, “ Hero I bring xis down one of tlioso 
rofist chickens, and a l:)ottlo of the wine of wines — the 
wine with the green seal, you careless daughters of 
Midian, you, with your wits running on the men, I’ll 
warrant, every minute Tvo boon out of the house 1 
Ah, you’ll smart for it some day — you’ll smart for it 
some day, you daughters of Adam’s first wife !” 

Down came, by the hands of one of the Syrian 
slave-girls, the fowl and the wine, 

“ There, now ; we’ll all sup together. Wine, that 
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maketh glad the heart of man ! — Youth, you wore a 
monk once, so you have read all about that, eh ? and 
about the best wine which goes down sweetly, causing 
the lips of them that are asleep to speak. And rare 
wine it was, I warrant, which the blessed Solomon 
had in his little country cellar up there in Lebanon. 
We’ll try if this is not a very fair substitute for it, 
though. Come, my little man-monkey, drink and 
forget your sorrow I You shall be temple-sweeper to 
Beelzebub yet, I promise you. Look at it there, 
creaming and curdling, the darling! pumng like a 
cat at the very thought of touching human lips I As 
sweet as honey, as strong as fire, as clear as amber 1 
Drink, ye children of Gehenna ; and make good use 
of the little time that is left you between this and the 
unquenchable fire !” 

And tossing a cup of it down her own throat, as if 
it had been water, she watched her companions wath 
a meaning look, as they drank 

The little porter followed her examjdc gallantly. 
Philammon looked, and longed, and sipped blushingly 
and bashfully, and tried to fancy that ho did not care 
for it; and sipped again, being willing enough to 
forget his sorrow also for a moment; the uegress 
refused with fear and trembling — ‘‘She had a vow 
on her,” 

“Satan possess you and your vow! Drink, you 
coal out of Tophet ! Do you think it is poisoned 1 
You, the only creature in the world that I should not 
enjoy ill using, because every one else ill-uses you 
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already without my help I Drink, I say, or Til turn 
you pea-green from head to foot !” 

The negress put the cup to her lips, and contrived, 
for her own reasons, to spill the contents xmohserved. 

“A very fine lecture that of the Lady Hypatia’s 
the other morning, on Helen’s nepenthe,” quoth the 
little porter, growing philosophic as the wine -fumes 
rose. ‘‘ Such a power of extracting the cold water of 
philosophy out of the bottomless pit of Mythus, I 
never did hear. Did you ever, my Philammonidion 

“ Aha ^ she and I were talking about that half-an- 
hour ago,” said Miriam. 

“What! have you seen herl” asked Philammon, 
with a flutter of the heart. 

“If you mean, did she mention you, — ^why, then, 
yes!” 

“How^-howf’ 

“Talked of a young Phoebus Apollo — without 
mentioning names, certainly, but in the most sensible, 
and practical, and hopeful way — the wisest speech that 
I have heard from her this twelvemonth.’^ 

Philammon blushed scarlet. 

“And that,” thought he, “in spite of what passed 
this morning! — ^Why, what is the matter with our 
host f ’ 

“He has taken Solomon’s advice, and forgotten 
his sorrow.” 

And so, indeed, he had; for he was sleeping 
sweetly, with open lacklustre eyes, and a maudlin 
smile at the ceiling ^ while the negress, with her head 
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fallen on her chest, seemed equally unconscious of 
their presence. 

‘‘We’ll see,” quoth Miriam; and taking up the 
lamp, she held the flame unceremoniously to the arm 
of each of them ; hut neither winced nor stirred. 

“Surely your wine is not drugged?” said Phil- 
ammon, in trepidation. 

“Why not? What has made them beasts, may 
make us angels. You seem none the less lively for 
it! Do I?” 

“But drugged wine?” 

“Why not? The same who made wine made 
poppy-juice. Both will make man happy. Why not 
use both?” 

“It is poison!” 

“It is the nepenthe, as I told Hyi)atia, whereof 
she was twaddling mysticism, this morning. Drink, 
child, drink I I have no mind to put you to sleep to- 
night ! I want to make a man of you, or ratlier, to 
see whether you are one 1” 

And she drained another cup, and then wont on, 
half talking to herself, — 

“ Ay, it is poison ; and music is poison ; and woman 
is poison, according to the new creed, Pagan and 
Christian ; and wine will bo poison, an<l moat will be 
poison, some day ; and we shall have a world full of 
mad Nehuchadnezzars, eating grass like oxen. It is 
poisonous, and brutal, and devilish, to bo a man, and 
not a monk, and an eunuch, and a dry l)ranch. Vou 
are all in the same lie, Christians and philoHophors, 
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Cyi'il and Hypatia ! Don’t interrupt me, but drink, 

young fool ! Aj, and the only man who keeps his 

manhood, the only man who is not ashamed to be 
what God has made him, is your Jew. You will find 
yourselves in want of him after all, some day, you 
besotted Gentiles, to bring you back to common sense 
and common manhood.*— In want of him and his grand 
old books, which you despise while you make idols of 
them, about Abraham, and Jacob, and Moses, and 
David, and Solomon, whom you call saints, you miser- 
able hypocrites, though they did what you are too 
dainty to do, and had their wives and their children, 
and thanked God for a beautiful woman, as Adam 
did before them, and their sons do after them — ^Drink, 
I say — and believed that God had really made the 
world, and not the devil, and had given them the 
lordship over it, as you will find out to your cost 
some <lay !” 

Philammon heard, and could not answer ; and on 
si 10 rambled. 

“And music, too? Our priests were not afraid of 
sackljut and psaltery, dulcimer and trumpet, in the 
house of the Lord; for they knew who had given 
them the cunning to make them. Our prophets were 
ju»t afraid of calling for music, when they wished to 
pro[)hesy, and letting it soften and raise their souls, 
and open and quicken them till they saw into the 
inner harmony of things, and beheld the future in 
the ]»r(i,sent; for they knew who made the melody 
and harmony, and made them the outward symbols 
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of the inward song which runs tlirough sun and stars, 
storm and tempest, fulfilling his word — in that these 
sham philosophers the heathen are wiser than those 
Christian monks. Try it ! — try it ! Come with me ! 
Leave these sleepers here, and come to my rooms. 
You long to be as wise as Solomon. Then get at 
wisdom as Solomon did, and give your heart first to 
know folly and madness. ... You have read the 
Book of the Preacher*?” 

Poor Philammon! He was no longer master of 
himself. The arguments — ^the wine^the terrible spell 
of the old woman’s voice and eye, and the strong 
overpowering will which showed out through them, 
dragged him along in spite of himself. As if in a 
dream, he followed her up the stairs. 

‘‘There, throw away that stupid, ugly, shapeless, 
philosopher’s cloak. So! You have on the white 
tunic I gave you*? And now you look as a human 
being should. And you have been to the baths 
to-day? Well — ^you have the comfort of feeling now 
like other people, and having that alabaster skin as 
white as it was created, instead of being tanned like 
a brute’s hide. Drink, I say ! Ay — what was that 
face, that figure made for? Bring a mirror hero, 
hussy 1 There, look in that, and judge for yourself ? 
Were those lips rounded for nothing? Why were 
those eyes set in your head, and made to sparkle 
bright as jewels, sweet as mountain honey? Why 
were those curls laid ready for soft fingers to twine 
themselves among them, and look all the whiter 
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among the glossy black knots? Judge for your- 
self!” 

Alas ! poor Philammon I 
And after all” thought he, “is it not true, as well 
as pleasant?” 

“ Sing to the poor boy, girls ! — sing to him 1 and 
teach him for the first time in his little ignorant life, 
the ohl road to inspiration 1” 

One of the slave-girls sat down on the divan, and 
took up a double flute ; while the other rose, and 
accomx>anying the plaintive dreamy air with a slow 
(lance, and delicate twinklings of her silver armlets 
and anklets, an<l the sistrum which she held aloft, she 
floated gracefully round and round the floor and sang — 

Why ysa bom but for bliss ^ 

Why are wo rip^S iait to falU 
Dream not tlnit duly can bar tlu‘o from beauty, 

Ijiko water and Hunshiuo, the heirloom of all. 

T 4 ]»s wore made only to kiss ; 

Hiunls wore ntado only to toy ; 

Myi‘« ■su'H* nmdo only to luro on the lonely, 

'Phe longing, the loving, and drown them in joy ! 

Alas, for poor l^hilammon ! And yet no 1 The 
very poison brought with it its own antidote; and, 
shaking off l>y one strong effort of \vill the spell of the 
music and the wine, ho sprang to his feet . . , 

“ Never I If love means no more than that — if it 
is to be a mere delicate self-indulgence, worse than 
the brute’s, because it requires the prostration of 
nobler fatiuliios, and a selfishness the more huge in 
proportion to the greatness (^f the soul which is 
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crushed inward by it — then I will have none of it ! 
I have had my dream — ^yes I l)ut it was of one who 
should be at once my teacher and my pupil, my debtor 
and my queen — ^who should lean on me, and yet 
support me — sup];>ly my defects, although with lesser 
light, as the old moon fills up the circle of the new — 
labour with me side by side in some gi’eat work — 
rising with me for ever as I rose : and this is the base 
substitute ! Never !” 

Whether or not this was unconsciously forced into 
words by the vehemence of his passion, or whether 
the old Jewess heard, or pretended to hear a footstep 
coming up the stair, she at all events sprang instantly 
to her feet. 

‘‘Hist! Silence, girls! I hear a visitor. What 
mad maiden has come to beg a love-charm of the poor 
old witch at this time of night ? Or have the Chris- 
tian bloodhounds tracked the old lioness of Judah to 
her den at last 1 We’ll sec !” 

And she drew a dagger from her girdle, and stepped 
boldly to the door. 

As she wont out she turned — 

“So! my brave young Aj^ollo ! You do not 
admire simple woman? You must have something 
more learned and intellectual and spiritual, and so 
forth. I wonder whether Eve, when she came to 
Adam in the garden, brought with her a certificate of 
proficiency in the seven sciences ? Well, well — like 
must after like. Perhaps we shall bo able to suit you 
after all. Vanish, daughters of Midian !” 
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Tho girls vanished accordingly, wliispering and 
laughing ; and Philammon found himself alone. 
Although he was somewhat soothed by the old 
woman’s last speech, yet a sense of terror, of danger, 
of coming temptation, kept him standing sternly on 
his feet, looking warily round the chamber, lest a 
fresh siren should emerge from behind some curtain 
or heap of pillows. 

On one side of the room ho perceived a doorway, 
filled hy a curtain of gauze, from behind which came 
the sound of whispering voices. His fear, growing 
with tho general excitement of his mind, rose into 
anger as he began to suspect some snare; and he 
faced round towards the curtain, and stood like a wild 
beast at bay, ready, with uplifted arm, for all evil 
spirits, male or female. 

And ho %vill show himself 'I How shall I accost 
himf’ whispered a well-known voice — could it bo 
Hypatia’s ? And then tho guttural Hebrew accent of 
tho old woman answered — 

“ As you spoke of him this moxTiing ” 

“ Oh ! I will toll him all, and he mush— he must 

have mercy ! But ho ? — so awful, so glorious ! ” 

What tho answer was, he could not hoar : hut tho 
next moment a sweet heavy scent, as of narcotic gums, 
filled tho room — muttorings of incantations — and then 
a blaze of light, in which tho cui’tain vanished, and 
disclosed to his astonished eyes, enveloped in a glory 
of luminous smoko, tho hag standing hy a tripod, and, 
kiiociling by her, Hypatia herself, robed in pure white, 
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glittering with diamonds and gold, her lips parted, 
her head thrown bach, her arms stretched out in an 
agony of expectation. 

In an instant, before he had time to stii’, she had 
sprung through the blaze, and was kneeling at his 
feet. 

“ Phoebus ! beautiful, glorious, ever young ! Hear 
me ! only a moment 1 only this once 1” 

Her drapery had caught fire from the tripod, but 
she did not heed it. Philammon instinctively clasped 
her in his arms, and crushed it out, as she cried — 

“ Have mercy on me ! Tell me the secret ! I will 
obey thee 1 I have no self — I am thy slave ! Kill 
me, if thou wilt : but speak 1” 

The blaze sank into a soft, warm, mellow gleam, 
and beyond it what appeared 1 

The negro-woman, with one finger upon her lips, 
as with an imploring, all but despairing, look, she hold 
up to him her little crucifix. 

He saw it. What thoughts flashed through him, 
hke the lightning bolt, at that blessed sign of infinite 
self-sacrifice, I say not ; let those who know it judge 
for themselves. But in another instant he had spurned 
from him the poor deluded maiden, whose idolatrous 
ecstasies he saw instantly were not meant for himself, 
and rushed desperately across the room, looking for 
an outlet 

He found a door in the darkness — a room — a 
window — and in another moment he had leapt twenty 
feet into the street, rolled over, bruised and bleeding, 
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rose again like an Antaeus, with new strength, and 
darted off towards the archbishop’s house. 

And poor Hypatia lay half senseless on the floor, 
with the Jewess watching her bitter tears — not merely 
of disappointment, but of utter shame. For as Phil- 
amnion fled she had recognised those well-known 
features ; and the veil was lifted from her eyes, and 
the hope and the self-respect of Theon’s daughter 
wore gone for ever. 

Her righteous wrath was too deep for upbraidings. 
Slowly she rose ; returned into the inner room j 
wrapped her cloak deliberately around her ; and went 
silently away, with one look at the Jewess of solemn 
scorn and defiance. 

“Ah! I can afford a few sulky looks to-night!” 
said the old woman to herself, with a smile, as she 
picked up from the floor the prize for which she had 
been plotting so long — Eaphael’s half of the black 
agato» 

“ 1 wonder whether she will miss it ! Perhaps she 
will have no fancy for its company any longer, now 
that she has discovered what over-palpable archangels 
appear when she ruhs it. But if she does try to re- 
cover it . . . why — ^lat her try her strength with 
mine ; — or, rather, with a Christian mob.” 

And then, drawing from her bosom the other half 
of the talisman, she fitted the two pieces together 
again and again, fingeiring them over, and poring upon 
them with tear-brimming eyes, till she had satisfied 
herself that the fracture still fitted exactly ; while she 
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murmured to herself from time to time — “ Oh, that 
he were here ! Oh, that he would retuni now — now 1 
It may he too late to-morrow 1 Stay — will go and 
consult the teraph ; it may laiow where he is.” . . . 

And she departed to her incantations; while 
Hypatia threw herself upon her bed at home, and 
fiUed the chamber with a long, low wailing, as of a 
child in pain, until the dreary dawn broke on her 
shame and her despair. And then slie rose, and 
rousing herself for one great effort, calmly prepared 
a last oration, in which she intended to bid farewell 
for ever to Alexandria and to the schools. 

Philammon meanwhile was striding desperately up 
the main street which led towards the Sorapeiura. 
But he was not destined to anivo there as soon as ho 
had hoped to do. For ere he had gone half a mile, 
behold a crowd advancing towards him blocking up 
the whole street. 

The mass seemed endless. Thousands of torches 
flared above their heads, and from the heart of the 
procession rose a solemn chant, in which Philammon 
soon recognised a well-known Catholic h 3 ann. Ho 
was half-minded to turn up some by-stroot, and escape 
meeting them But on attempting to do so, he found 
every avenue which he tried similarly blocked up by 
a tiibutary stream of people ; and, almost ere he was 
aware, was entangled in the vanguard of the great 
column. 

“Let me pass I” cried he, in a voice of entreaty. 

“ Pass, thou heathen 
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In vain he protested his Christianity. 

“ Origenist, Donatist, heretic ! Whether should a 
good Catholic be going to night, save to the Csesar- 
eium V 

‘‘My friends, my friends, I have no business at 
the Caesareium !” cried he, in utter despair. “I am 
on my way to seek a private interview with the 
patriarch, on matters of importance.’’ 

“Oh, liar I who pretends to be known to the 
patriarch, and yet is ignorant that this night he visits 
at the Cassareium the most sacred corpse of the 
martyr Ammonius !” 

“ What 1 Is Cyril with you ? ” 

“Ho and all his clergy.” 

“Better so; better in public,” said Philammon to 
himself ; and, 'turning, ho joined the crowd. 

Onward, with chant and dirge, they swept out 
through the Sun -gate, upon the harbour esplanade, 
and wheeled to tho right along the quay, while the 
torchlight bathed in a red glare the great front of the 
Ojesareium, and the tall obelisks before it, and the 
masts of tho thousand ships which lay in the harbour 
on their left ; and last, but not least, before the huge 
dim mass of tho palace .which bounded the esplanade 
in front, a long line of glittering helmets and cuirasses, 
behind a barrier of cables which stretched from the 
shore to the comer of the museum. 

There was a sudden halt ; a low ominous growl ; 
and then the mob pressed onward from behind, surged 
up almost to tho barrier. The soldiers dropped the 
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points of their lances, and stood firm. Again the 
mob recoiled; again surged forward. Fierce ones 
arose ; some of the boldest stooped to pick up stones : 
but, luckily, the pavement was too firm for them. . , , 
Another moment, and the whole soldiery of Alexandria 
would have been fighting for life and death against 
fifty thousand Christians. . . . 

But Cyril had not forgotten his generalship. Reck- 
less as that night’s events proved him to be about 
arousing the passions of his subjects, ho was yet far 
too wary to risk the odium and the danger of a night 
attack, which even if successful, would have cost the 
lives of hundreds. Ho knew well enough the numl)ers 
and the courage of the enemy, and the certainty that, 
in case of a collision, no quarter would bo given or 
accepted on either side. . . . Beside, if a battle must 
take place — and that, of course, must happen sooner 
or later it must not happen in his presence ami 
under his sanction. He was in the light now, an<l 
Orestes in the wrong; and in the right ho wonbl 
keep at least till his express to Byiiantium slioiikl 
have returned, and Orestes was either proscribed or 
superseded. So looking forward to some such chance 
as this, the wary prelate had schooled his aidcs-dc- 
camp, the deacons of the city, and went on his way- 
up the steps of the Caesareium, knowing that they 
could be trusted to keep the peace outside. 

And they did their work well. Before a blow had 
been struck, or even an insult passed on cither side, 
they had burst through the front rank of the mob, 
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and by stout threats of excommunication, enjoined 
not only peace, but absolute silence until the sacred 
ceremony which was about to take place should be 
completed ; and enforced their commands by marching 
up and down like sentries between the hostile ranks 
for the next weary two hours, till the very soldiers 
broke out into expressions of admiration, and the 
tribune of the cohort, who had no great objection, 
but ako no great %vish, to fight, paid them a high- 
flo^vn compliment on their laudable endeavours to 
inmntain public order and received the somewhat 
ambiguous reply, that the ** weapons of their warfare 
were not carnal, that they wrestled not against flesh 
and blood, but against principalities and powders,”. . . 
an answer which the tribune, being now somewhat 
sleepy, thought it best to leave unexplained 

In the meanwhile, there had passed up the steps 
of the Temple a gorgeous line of priests, among whom 
glittered, more gorgeous than all, the stately figure of 
tho pontiff* They were followed close by thousands 
of monks, not only from Alexandria and Nitria, but 
from all tlie adjoining towns and monasteries. And 
as Philaramoii, unable for some half-hour more to 
force Ills way into tho church, watched their endless 
stream, lie could well believe the boast which he had 
80 often hoard in Alexandria, that one -half of the 
p(>pulation of I^gypt was at that moment in “religious 
<*rtlers.” 

AfUn^ the monks, tho laity began to enter : but 
<*v(5H then so vast was tho crowd, and so dense the 
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crush upon the steps, that before ho couhl force his 
way into the church, Cyril’s sermon liad begun* 

— “What went ye out for to see ? A man clothed 
in soft raiment? Nay, such are in king’s palaces, 
and in the palaces of prefects who would needs be 
emperors, and cast away the Lord’s bonds from them, 
— of whom it is written, that Ho that sitteth in the 
heavens laugheth them to scorn, and taketh the wicked 
in their own snare, and maketh the devices of princes 
of none effect. Ay, in king’s palaces, and in theatres 
too, where the rich of this world, poor in faith, deny 
their covenant, and defile their l>aptis!nal robes that 
they may do honour to the dovourors of the eartlu 
Woe to them who think that they may partake of the 
cup of the Lord and the cup of dovik Woe to tliom 
who will praise with the same mouth Aphrodite the 
fiend, and her of whom it is written that Ho was 
bom of a pure Virgin. Let such excommunicato 
from the cup of the Lord, and from the congi‘(!gation 
of the Lord, till they have purge<l away their sins hy 
penance and by almsgiving. But for you, yo ]>oor of 
this world, rich in faith, you wlimii the rich despise, 
hale before the judgment seats, and ])laHphcine tbutr 
holy name whereby yo are called— what went ya out 
into the wilderness to see? A prophet Ay, and 
more than a prophet — a martyr i More fhun a pro 
phet, more than a king, more than a prefer, t : wliosi^ 
theatre was the sands of the desert, whost^ throne was 
the cross, whose crown was bestowed, not by luMitheii 
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philosophers and daughters of Satan, deceiving men 
with the works of their fathers, but by angels and 
ai’changels ; a crown of glory, the victor’s laurel, which 
grows for ever in the paradise of the highest heaven. 
Call him no more Ammonius, call him Thaumasius, 
wonderful ! Wonderful in his poverty, wonderful in 
his zeal, wonderful in his faith, wonderful in his 
fortitude, wonderful in his death, most wonderful in 
the manner of that death. Oh, thrice blessed, who 
has merited the honour of the cross itself ! What can 
follow, but that one so honoured in the flesh should 
also be honoured in the life which he now lives, and 
that from the virtue of these thrice-holy limbs the 
leper should bo cleansed, the dumb should speak, the 
very dead bo raised ? Yes ; it were impiety to doubt 
it. Consecrated by the cross, this flesh shall not only 
rest in hope but work in power. Approach, and bo 
healed 1 Approach, and see the glory of the saints, 
the glory of the poor. Approach, and learn that that 
which man <lc.spiaes, God hath highly esteemed; that 
that which man rejects, God accepts; that that which 
man punishes, God rewards. Approach, and see how 
Cod hath chosen the foolish tilings of this world to 
confound the wise, and the weak things of this world 
to confound tlie strong. Man abhors the cross : The 
Hon of God comloscendcd to endure it ! Man tramples 
on the i>oor : The Hon of God hath not wliere to lay 
Ills lu^ad. Man pfisses l)y the sick as useless : The Son 
i b»d clmoses them to be partakers of His sufferings, 
that the glory of God may be made manifest in them. 
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Man curses the publican, while he employs him to 
fill his coffers with the plunder of the 2)Oor : The Son 
of God calls him from the receipt of custom to be an 
apostle, higher than the kings of the earth. Man 
casts away the harlot like a faded flower, when he has 
tempted her to become the slave of sin for a season : 
and the Son of God calls her, the defiled, the despised, 
the forsaken, to Himself, accepts her tears, blesses her 
offering, and declares that her sins are forgiven, for 
she hath loved much ; while to whom little is forgiven 
the same loveth little.” . . . 

Philammon heard no more. With the passionate 
and impulsive nature of a Greek fanatic, he burst 
forward through the crowd, towards the steps which 
led to the choir, and above which, in front of the altar, 
stood the corpse of Ammonius, enclosed in a coffin of 
glass, beneath a gorgeous canopy ; and never stoi)ping 
till he found himself in front of Cyril’s pulpit, ho 
threw himself upon his face upon the pavement, spread 
out his arms in the form of a cross, and lay silent and 
motionless before the feet of the multitude. 

There was a sudden whisper and rustle in the con- 
gregation : but Cyril, after a moment’s pause, went on — 

‘^Man, in his pride and self-sufficiency, despises 
humiliation, and penance, and the broken and the 
contrite heart; and tells thee that only as long as 
thou doest well unto thyself will he speak well of 
thee: the Son of God says that ho that humblcth 
himself, even as this our penitent brother, lie it is 
who shall be exalted. He it is of whom it is written 
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that his father saw him afar off, and ran to meet him, 
and bade put the best robe on him, and a ring on his 
hand, and shoes on his feet, and make* merry and be 
glad with the choir of angels who rejoice over one 
sinner that repenteth. Arise, my son, whosoever thou 
art ; and go in x>eace for this night, remembering that 
he who said ‘My belly cleaveth unto the pavement,’ 
hath also said, ‘Rejoice not against me, Satan, mine 
enemy, for when I fall I shall arise ” 

A thunderclap of applause, surely as pardonable as 
any an Alexandrian church ever heard, followetl this 
dexterous, and yet most righteous, turn of the patri- 
arch’s oratory : but Philammon raised himself slowly 
and feax’fully to his loiees, and blushing scarlet endured 
the gaze of ten thousand eyes. 

Suddenly, from beside the pulpit, an old man 
sprang forward, and clasped him round the neck. It 
was Arsenins. 

“ My son 1 my son ! ” sobbed he, almost aloud. 
“Slave, as well as son, if you will!” ■whisjK‘r<*d 
Philammon. “One boon from the patriarch; and 
then hdhao to the Laura for ever I” 

“Oh, twice-blest night,” rolled on above the det*p 
rich voice of Cynl, “ wlxich beholds at once the c<u’ona' 
tion of a martyr an<l the conversion of a sinner; which 
increases at the same time the ranks of the church 
triumphant, and of the church militant ; and ]>ierceH 
celestial essences with a twofold rapture of thanks- 
giving, as they welcome on high a victorious, and on 
earth a repentant, brother 1” 

VOL. II. R 
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And at a sign from Cyril, Peter the Reader stepped 
forward, and led away, gently enough, the two weepers, 
who were welcDined as they ptissed by the blessings, 
and prayers, and tears even of those fierce fanatics of 
Nitria. Nay, Peter himself, as lie tuincd to leave 
them together in the sacristy, held out his hand to 
Philammon. 

“ I ask your forgiveness,” sai<l tlie poor boy, who 
plunged eagerly and with a sort of delight into any 
and every self-abasement. 

‘‘And I accord it,” quoth Peter; and returm^d to 
the church, looking, and probably feeling, in a far 
more pleasant mood than usual 



CHAPTER XXVII 
THE prodigal’s return. 

About ten o’clock the next inoming, as Hypatia, wom 
out witli Blcopless sorrow, \yas trying to arrange her 
thoughts for the farewell lecture, her favourite maid 
announced tliat a messenger from Synesius waited 
below. A letter from Synesius? A gleam of hope 
fiashcil across her niind From him, surely, might 
come something of comfort, of advice. Ah ! if he 
only knew how sorely she was hosted I 
“ let him send up liis letter.” 

“ He refuses to deliver it to any one hut yourself. 
And 1 think,— added the damsel, who had, to tell the 
truth, at that moment in her purse a substantial reason 
for BO thinking— “1 think it might bo worth your 
ladyHhip’s while to see him.” 

Hypatia shook her head impatiently. 

“He seoins to know you well, madam, though ho 
refuBOB to toll his name : but he bade me put you in 
mind of a black agate — I cannot tell what ho meant 
— of a black agate, and a spirit which was to appear 
whtm you rubbed it,” 

Hypatia turned pule as death. Was it Philammon 
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again 1 She felt for the talisman — it was gone I Slio 
must have lost it last night in Miriam’s chaniber. 
Now she saw the true purpose of the old hag’s 2 >lot— 
. . . deceived, tricked, doubly tricked ! And what 
new plot was this ? 

“ Tell him to leave the letter, and begone . . . IVJy 
father 1 Whatl Who is this*? Whom are you bring- 
ing to me at such a moment f’ 

And as she spoke, Theon ushered into the cliatnl)cr 
no other than Eaphael Aben-Ezra, and then rofcix'ed. 
He advanced slowly towards her, and falling on 
one knee, placed in her hand Syncsius’s letter. 

Hypatia trembled from head to foot at tho nticx- 
pected apparition. . . . Well ; at least ho could know 
nothing of last night and its disgrace. But not during 
to look him in the face, she took the letter and opened 
it. . . . If she had hoped for comfort from it, her 
hope was not realised. 

^‘Synesius to the Philosopher : 

‘‘Even if Fortune cahnot take from me all tlung.s, 
yet what she can take she will. And yet of two 
things, at least, she shall not rob mo— to i)i‘cf(it‘ that 
which is best, and to succour* the oppressed. J ftnivcn 
forbid that she should overpower my judgnuint, as 
well as the rest of me ! Therefore I do hate injiiBtice ; 
for that I can do ; and my will is to stop it ; but t!ie 
power to do so is among the things of wliich slxo has 
bereaved me — before, too, she bereaved mo of iny 
children, . . . 


“ ‘Once, in old times, Milesian mon were strong,* 
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And there was a time when I, too, was a comfort to 
my friends, and when you used to call me a blessing 
to every one except myself, as I squandered for the 
benefit of others the favour with which the great re- 
garded me. . . . My hands they were — then. . . . 
But now I am left desolate of all : unless you have 
any power. For you and virtue I count among those 
good things, of which none can deprive me. But you 
always have power, and vfill have it, surely, now — 
using it as nobly as you do. 

‘‘ As for Nicieus and Philolaus, two noble youths, 
and kinsmen of my own, let it be the business of all 
who honour you, both private men and magistrates, 
to see that they return possessors of their just rights.”^ 

“Of all who honour me 1” said she, with a bitter 
sigh . and then looked up quickly at Eaphael, as if 
fearful of having betrayed herself. She turned deadly 
pale. In liis eyes was a look of solemn pity, wliich 
told her that he knew — ^not all 1 — surely not all '2 

“Have you seen the — Miriam*^” gasped she, rush- 
ing desperately at that which she most dreaded. 

“Not yet. I anived but one hour ago; and 
Hypatia’s welfare is still more important to me than 
my own.” 

“ My welfare ? It is gone 1 ” 

“So much the better. I never found mine tiU I 
lost it.” 

“ What do you mean 

Eaphael lingered, yet vfithout withdrawing his gaze, 
^ An authentic letter of Synesius to Hjq)atia. 
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as if he had something of importance to say, which ho 
longed and yet feared to utter. At last — 

“ At least, you will confess that I am better drest 
than when we met last. I have returned, you see, 
like a certain demoniac of Gadara, about whom we 
used to argue, clothed — ^and perhaps also in my right 
mind. . . . God knows 

“Raphael 1 are you come here to mock me*! You 
know — ^you cannot have been here an hour \vithout 
knowing — that but yesterday I dreamed of being ” — 
and she drooped her eyes — “an empress ; that to-day 
I am mined j to-morrow, perhaps, proscribed. Ilavo 
you no speech for me but your old sarcasms and 
ambiguities 

Raphael stood silent and motionless. 

“Why do you not speak? Wliat is the meaning of 
this sad, earnest look, so different from your fonner 
self *1 . . . You have something strange to tell mo i” 

“I have,” said he, speaking very slowly. “AVhat 
—what would HyjDatia answer if, after all, A])on-Ei!ra 
said like the dying Julian, ‘The Galilean lias con- 
quered ’ 

“ Julian never said it I It is a monkish calumny.” 

“But I say it” 

“ Impossible !” 

“ I say it !” 

“ As your dying speech ? The true Raphael Almn- 
Ezra, then, lives no more 1” 

“ But he may be born again.” 

“ And die to philosophy, that ho may be bom again 
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into barbaric supei'stition ! Oh worthy metempsy- 
chosis 1 Farewell, sir 1” And she rose to go. 

“Hear me! — hoar mo patiently this once, noble, 
beloved H}q^)atia! Ono more sneer of yours, and I 
may become again the same case-hardened fiend which 
you knew me of old — to all, at least, but you. Oh, 
do not think me ungrateful, forgetful! What do I 
not owe to you, whose pure and lofty words alone 
kept smouldering in me the dim remembrance that 
there was a Right, a Truth, an tmseen world of spirits, 
after whoso pattern man should aspire to live f ^ 

She paused, and listened in wonder. What faith 
had she of her own ? She would at least hear what 
he had found. . . . 

“ Hypatia, I am older than you — wiser than you, if 
wisdom bo the fruit of the tree of knowledge. You 
know but ono side of the medal, Hypatia, and the 
fairer } I have seen its reverse as well as its obverse. 
Through every form of human thought, of human 
action, of human ain and folly, have I l)ccn wandering 
for years, and found no rest— -as little in wisdom as in 
folly, in spiritual dreams as in sensual bnitality. I 
could not rest in your Platonism — I will tell you 
why hereafter. I wont on to Stoicism, Epicurism, 
Cynicism, Scepticism, and in that lowest deep I 
found a hiwer depth, when 1 became sceptical of 
Scepticism itself.’^ 

“Tluu’c is a lower deep still,” tliought Hypatia to 
herself, as she recollected last nighPs magic ; but she 
di<l not speak. 
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Then in utter abasement, I confessed myself lower 
than the brutes, who had a law, and obeyed it, while 
I was my own lawless God, devil, harpy, whirlwind. 
... I needed even my omi dog to awaken in me the 
brute consciousness of my own existence, or of any- 
thing without myself. I took her, the dog, for my 
teacher, and obeyed her, for she was wiser than I. 
And she led me back — the poor dumb beast — like a 
God-sent and God-obeying angel, to human nature, to 
mercy, to self-sacrifice, to belief, to worship — to pure 
and wedded love.” 

Hypatia started. . . . And in the struggle to hide 
her o^yn bewilderment, answered almost without 
knowing it — 

‘‘Wedded love? . . . Wedded level Is that, then, 
the paltry bait by which Raphael Aben-Ezra has been 
tempted to desert philosophy?” 

“ Thank Heaven 1” said Raphael to himself* “ She 
does not care for me, then ! If she had, pride would 
have kept her from that sneer.” “ Yes, my doar lady,” 
answered he, aloud, “ to desert philosophy, to search 
after wisdom ; because wisdom itself had sought for 
me, and found me. But, indeed, I had hoped that 
you would have approved of my following your 
example for once in my life, and resolving, like you, 
to enter into the estate of wedlock.” 

“Do not sneer at me I” cried she, in her turn, 
looking up at him with shame and hoiTor, which 
made him repent of uttering the words. “ If you do 
not know— -you will soon, too soon ! Never mention 
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that hateful dream to me, if you wish to have speech 
of me more 1” 

A pang of remorse shot through Eaphaers heart. 
Who hut he himself had plotted that evil marriage ? 
But she gave him no opportunity of answering her, 
and went on hurriedly — 

‘‘ Speak to me rather about yourself. Wliat is this 
strange and sudden betrothal^ What has it to do 
with Chnstianity ! I had thought that it was rather 
by the glories of celibacy — ^gross and superstitious as 
their notions of it are — ^that the Galilaeans tempted 
their converts.” 

So had I, my dearest lady,” answered he, as, glad 
to turn the subject for a moment, and perhaps a little 
nettled by her contemptuous tone, he resumed some- 
thing of his old arch and careless manner. “But 
— there is no accounting for man’s agi*eeable incon- 
sistencies — one morning I found myself, to my 
astonishment, soisjcd by two bishops, and betrothed, 
whotlier 1 chose or not, to a young lady wlio but a 
few days before liad been destined for a nunnery.” 

“Two bishops?” 

“ I speak simple truth. The one was Synesius of 
course ; — that most incoherent and most benevolent 
of busybodics chose to betray mo behind my back : — 
hut 1 will not trouble you with that part of my story. 
The real wonder is, that the other episcopal match- 
nmkor was Augustine of Hippo himself I ” 

“Anything to bribe a convert,” said Hypatia, con- 
temptuously. 
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‘‘ I assure you, no. He informed me, and her also, 
openly and uncivilly enough, that he thought us very 
much to he pitied for so great a fall. . . . But as we 
neither of us seemed to have any call for the higher 
life of celibacy, he could not press it on us. ... We 
should have trouble in the flesh. But if we married 
we had not sinned. To which I answered that my 
humility was quite content to sit in the very lowest 
ranks, with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. ... He 
replied by an encomium on virginity, in which I 
seemed to hear again the voice of Hypatia herself.” 

“And sneered at it inwardly, as you used to sneer 
at me.” 

“ Eeally I was in no sneering mood at that moment ; 
and whatsoever I may have felt inclined to reply, ho 
was kind enough to say for me and himself the next 
minute.” 

“What do you meanf^ 

“ He went on, to my utter astonishment, by such 
a eulogium on wedlock as I never heard from Jew 
or heathen, and ended by advice to young married 
folk so thoroughly excellent and to the point, that I 
could not help telling him, when he stopped, what a 
pity I thought it that he had not himself married, and 
made some good woman happy by putting his own 
recipes into practice. . . . and at that, Hypatia, I saw 
an expression on his face which made me wish for the 
moment that I had bitten out this impudent tongue 
of mine, before I so rashly touched some deep old 
wound. . . That man has wept bitter tears ere now, 
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be sure of it . . . But lie turned tbe conversation- 
instantly, like a well-bred gentleman as he is, by say- 
ing, with the sweetest smile, that though he had made 
it a solemn rule never to be a party to making up 
any marriage, yet in our case Heaven had so plainly 
pointed us out for each other, etc. etc , that he could 
not refuse himself the pleasure . . . and ended by 
a blessing as kindly as ever came from the lips of 
man,” 

‘‘You seem wonderfully taken with the sophist of 
Hippo,” said Hypatia, impatiently; “and forget, per- 
haps, that his opinions, especially when, as you con- 
fess, they are utterly inconsistent with themselves, are 
not quite as important to me as they seem to have 
become to you.” 

“Whether he be consistent or not about marriage,” 
said Eaphael, somewhat proudly, “I care little. I 
went to him to tell mo, not about the relation of the 
sexes, on which point I am probably as good a judge 
as he— but about God; and on that subject he told 
mo enough to bring me back to Alexandria, that I 
might undo, if possible, somewhat of the wrong which 
I have done to Hypatia.” 

“ What wrong have you done me ? . . . You are 
silent Be sure, at least, that whatsoever it may be, 
you will not wipe it out by trying to make a proselyte 
of me !” 

“Be not too sure of that. I have found too great 
a treasure not to wish to share it with Theon’s 
daughter.” 
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“A treasured’ said she, half scornfully. 

Yes, indeed. You recollect my last words, when 
we parted there below a few months ago f ’ 

Hypatia was silent. One terrible possibility at 
which he had hinted flashed across her memory for 
the first time since; . . . but she spurned proudly 
from her the heaven-sent warning. 

“I told you that, like Diogenes, I went foHh ip 
seek a man. Did I not promise you, that when I had 
found one you should be the first to hear of him? 
And I have found a man.” 

Hypatia waved her beautiful hand. “I know 
whom you would say . . . that crucified one. Be it 
so. I want not a man, but a god.” 

‘‘What sort of a god, Hypatia? A god made up 
of our own intellectual notions, or rather of negations 
of them — of infinity and eternity, and invisibility, 
and impassibility— and why not of immortality, too, 
Hypatia? For I recollect we used to agi’oe that it 
was a carnal degrading of the Supremo One to predi- 
cate of Him so merely human a thing as virtue.” 

Hypatia was silent. 

‘*Now I have always had a sort of fancy that what 
we wanted, as the first predicate of our Absolute One, 
was that He was to be not merely an infinite Clod — 
whatever that meant, which I suspect wo did not 
always see quite clearly— or an otornal one— or an 
omnipotent one— or even merely a one Go<l at all ; 
none of which predicates, I fear, did wo underntaiul 
more clearly than the first : but that lie must bo a 
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righteous God : — or rather, as we used sometimes to 
say that He was to have no jpredicate — Eighteousness 
itself. And all along, I could not help remembering 
that my old sacred Hebrew books told me of such a 
one ; and feeling that they might have something to 
tell mo which ” 

“ Which I did not tell you ! And this, then, 
caused your air of reserve, and of sly superiority over 
the woman whom you mocked by calling her your 
pupil I I little suspected you of so truly J ewish a 
jealousy ! Why, oh why, did you not tell me thisf’ 

‘‘Because I was a beast, Hypatia ; and had all but 
forgotten what this righteousness was like ; and was 
afraid to find out lest it should condemn me. Because 
I was a devil, Hypatia; and hated righteousness, and 
neither wished to see you righteous, or God righteous 
either, because then you would both have been unlike 
myself. God be merciful to me a sinner !” 

She looked up in his face. The man was changed 
as if by miracle — and yet not changed. There was 
the same gallant consciousness of power, the same 
subtle and humorous twinkle in those strong ripe 
Jewish features and those glittering eyes; and yet 
every line in his face was softened, sweetened; the 
mask of sneering faineance was gone — imploring 
tenderness and earnestness beamed from his whole 
countenance. The chrysalis case had fallen off, and 
disclosed the butterfly within. She sat looking at 
him, and passed her hand across her eyes, as if to try 
whether the apparition would not vanish. He, the 
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subtle ! — ^be, the mocker ! — he, the Lucian of Alex- 
andria ! — he whose depth and power had awed her, 
even in his most polluted days. . . . And this was 
the end of him. . . . 

“ It is a freak of cowardly superstition. . . . Those 
Christians have been frightening him about his sins 
and their Tartarus.” 

She looked again into his bright, clear, fearless 
face, and was ashamed of her own calumny. And 
this was the end of him — of Synesius — of Augustine 
— of learned and unlearned, Goth and Eoman. , . . 
The great flood would have its way, then. . . . Could 
she alone fight against it ^ 

She could ! Would she submit ? — She ? Her will 
should stand firm, her reason free, to the last — to the 
death if need be. . . . And yet last night! — last 
night ! 

At last she spoke, without looking up. 

‘‘And what if you have found a man in that cruci- 
fied one Have you found in him a God also 

“Does Hypatia recollect Glaucon’s definition of the 
perfectly righteous man? . . , How, without being 
guilty of one unrighteous act, he must labour his life- 
long under the imputation of being utterly unrighteous, 
in order that his disinterestedness may be thoroughly 
tested, and by proceeding in such a course, arrive in- 
evitably, as Glaucon says, not only in Athens of old, 
or in Judsea of old, but, as you yourself will agree, in 
Christian Alexandria at this moment, at — do you 
remember, Hypatia? — bonds, and the scourge, and 
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lastly, at the cross itself. ... If Plato's idea of the 
righteous man be a crucified one, why may not mine 
also ? If, as we both — and old Bishop Clemens, too — 
as good a Platonist as we, remember — and Augustine 
himself, would agree, Plato in speaking those strange 
words, spoke not of himself, hut by the Spirit of God, 
why should not others have spoken by the same Spirit 
when they spoke the same words f 

A crucified man ... Yes. But a crucified God, 
Kaphael 1 1 shudder at the blasphemy.” 

“So do my poor dear fellow-countrymen. Are 
they the more righteous in their daily doings, Hypatia, 
on account of their fancied reverence for the glory of 
One who probably knows best how to preserve and 
manifest His own glory? But you assent to the 
definition? Take carol” said he, with one of his 
arch smiles, “I have boon fighting with Augustine, 
and have become of late a terrible dialectician. Do 
you assent to it?” 

“ Of course-- - it is Plato's.” 

“ But do you assent merely because it is written in 
the book called Plato's, or because your reason tells 
you that it is true ? ... You will not tell me. Tell 
me this, then, at least. Is not the perfectly righteous 
man the highest Bpccimcn of men?” 

“ Surely,” said she, half carelessly ; but not unwill- 
ing, like a philosopher and a Greek, as a matter of 
course, to embark in anything like a word-battle, and 
to *Hhut out sadder thoughts for a moment. 

“ Then must not the Autanthropos, the archetypal 
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and ideal man, who is more perfect than any individual 
specimen, be perfectly righteous also?” 

“Yes.” 

“ Suppose, then, for the sahe of one of those pleasant 
old games of ours, an argument, that he wished to 
manifest his righteousness to the world, . , . The 
only method for him, according to Plato, would be 
Glaucon’s, of calumny and persecution, the scourge 
and the cross ?” 

“ What words are these, Eaphael ? Material 
scourges and crosses for an eternal and spiritual idea?” 

“Did you ever yet, Hypatia, consider at leisure 
what the archetype of man might be like ?” 

Hypatia started, as at a new thought, and confessed 
— as every Neo-Platonist would have done — ^that she 
had never done so. 

“And yet our master, Plato, bade us believe that 
there was a substantial archetype of each thing, from 
a flower to a nation, eternal in the heavens. Perhaps 
we have not been faithful Platonists enough heretofore, 
my dearest tutor. Perhaps, being philosophers, and 
somewhat of Pharisees to boot, we began all our lucu- 
brations as we did our prayers, by thanking God that 
we were not as other men were; and so misread 
another passage in the Eepublic, which we used in 
pleasant old days to be fond of quoting.” 

“Wkat was that?” asked Hypatia, who became 
more and more interested every moment. 

“ That Philosophers were men.” 

“Are you mocking me? Plato defines the philo- 
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sopher as the man who seeks after the objects of 
knowledge, while others seek after those of opinion.” 

‘‘And most truly. But what if, in our eagerness 
to assert that wherein the philosopher differed from 
other men, we had overlooked that in which he re- 
sembled other men ; and so forgot that, after all, man 
was a genus whereof the philosopher was only a 
species 

Hypatia sighed. 

“Do you not think, then, that as the greater con- 
tains the less, and the archetype of the genus that of 
the species, we should have been wiser if we had 
speculated a little more on the archetype of man as 
man, before we meddled with a part of that archetype, 
— the archetype of the philosopher 1 , . . Certainly 
it would have been the easier course, for there are 
more men than philosophers, Hypatia; and every 
man is a real man, and a fair subject for examination, 
while every philosopher is not a real philosopher — 
our friends the Academics, for instance, and even a 
Neo-Platonist or two whom we know? You seem 
impatient Shall I cease?” 

“You mistook the cause of my impatience,” an- 
swered she, looking up at him with her great sad eyes. 
“Go on.” 

“ Now — ^for I am going to be terribly scholastic — 
is it not the very definition of man, that he is, alone 
of all known things, a spirit temporarily imited to an 
animal body?” 

VOL, II, S li. 



258 


THE PHODIG-AL’S EETUBN. 


“Enchanted in it, as in a dungeon, rather,” said 
she, sighing. 

“ Be it so if you will. But — ^must we not say that 
the archetype — the very man — that if he is the arche- 
type, he too will be, or must have been, once at least, 
temporarily enchanted into an animal body 1 ... You 
are silent. I will not press you. . . . Only ask you 
to consider at your leisure whether Plato may not 
justify somewhat from the charge of absurdity the 
fisherman of Galilee, where he said that He in whose 
image man is made was made flesh, and dwelt with 
him bodily there by the lake side at Tiberias, and 
that he beheld His Glory, the glory as of the only- 
begotten of the Father.” 

“ That last question is a very different one. God 
made flesh 1 My reason revolts at it,” 

“ Old Homer’s reason did not.” 

Hypatia started, for she recollected her yesterday’s 
cravings after those old, palpable, and human deities. 
And — “Go on,” she cried, eagerly. 

“Tell me, then — This archetype of man, if it 
exists anywhere, it must exist eternally in the mind 
of God? At least, Plato would have so said?” 

“Yes.” 

“And derive its existence immediately from Him?” 

“Yes.” 

“But a man is one willing person, unlike to all 
others.” 

“Yes.” 

“ Then this archetjqDe must be such,” 
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“ I suppose so.” 

“ But possessing the faculties and properties of all 
men in their highest perfection.” 

“Of course.” 

“How sweetlj and obediently my late teacher 
becomes my pupil !” 

Hypatia looked at him with her eyes full of tears. 

“I never taught you anything, Eaphael.” 

“You taught mo most, beloved lady, when you 
least thought of it. But tell me one thing more. Is 
it not tho property of every man to be a son 1 For 
you can conceive of a man as not being a father, but 
not as not being a son.” 

“Bo it so.” 

“ Then this archetype must be a son also.” 

“Whoso son, Eaphael 

“Why not of ‘Zeus, father of gods and men?’ 
For wo agreed that it — ^wo will call it he, now, having 
agreed that it is a person — could owe its existence to 
none but God himself.” 

“ And what then ?” said Hypatia, fixing those glori- 
ous eyes full on his face, in an agony of doubt, but yet, 
as Eaphael declared to his dying day, of hope and joy. 

“Well, Hyiiatia, and must not a son be of the 
same species as his father? ‘Eagles,’ says the poet, 
‘do not beget doves.’ Is tho word son anything but 
an empty and false metaphor, unless the son be the 
perfect and equal likeness of his father ?” 

“Heroes beget sons worse than themselves, says 
the poet” 
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“We are not talking now of men as they are, 
whom Homer’s Zeus calls the most wretched of all 
the beasts of the field ; we are talking — are we not 1 
— of a perfect and archetypal Son, and a perfect and 
archetypal Tather, in a perfect and eternal world, 
wherein is neither growth, decay, nor change; and 
of a perfect and archetypal generation, of which the 
only definition can be, that like begets its perfect like ^ 
. . . You are silent. Be so, Hypatia. ... We have 
gone up too far into the abysses.” . . . 

And so they both were silent for a wliile. And 
Eaphael thought solemn thoughts about Victoria, and 
about ancient signs of Isaiah’s, which were to him 
none the less prophecies concerning The Man whom 
he had found, because he prayed and trusted that the 
same signs might be repeated to himself, and a child 
given to him also, as a token that, in spite of all his 
baseness, “God was with him.” 

But he was a Jew, and a man: Hypatia was a 
Greek, and a woman — and for that matter, so were 
the men of her school. To her, the relations and 
duties of common humanity shone with none of the 
awful and divine meaning which they did in the eyes 
of the converted Jew, awakened for the first time in 
his life to know the meaning of his o'wn scriptures, and 
become an Israelite indeed. And'Eaphael’s dialectic, 
too, though it might silence her, could not convince 
her. Her creed, like those of her fellow-philosophers, 
was one of the fancy and the religious sentiment, 
rather than of the reason and the moral sense. All 
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the brilliant cloud-world in which she had revelled for 
years, — cosmogonies, emanations, affinities, s^unbol- 
isms, hierarchies, abysses, eternities, and the rest of 
it — though she could not rest in them, not even 
believe in them — though they had vanished into thin 
air at her most utter need, — yet — they were too pretty 
to be lost sight of for ever; and, struggling against 
the growing conviction of her reason, she answered 
at last, — 

‘‘And you would have me give up, as you seem to 
have done, the sublime, the beautiful, the heavenly, 
for a dry and barren chain of dialectic — in which, for 
aught I know, — for after all, Raphael, I cannot cope 
with you — I am a woman — a weak woman I” 

And she covered her face with her hands. 

“Fur aught you know, what?” asked Raphael, 
gently. 

“ You may have made the worse appear the better 
reason,” 

“ So said Aristophanes of Socrates. But hear me 
once more, beloved Hypatia. You refuse to give up 
the beautiful, the sublime, the heavenly? What if 
Raphael Abon-Ezra, at least, liad never found them 
till now ? Recollect what I said just now — what if 
our old Beautiful, and Sublime, and Heavenly, had 
boon the sheerest materialism, notions spun by our 
own brains out of tho impressions of pleasant things, 
and high things, and low things, and awful things, 
which wo had seen with our bodily eyes? What if I 
had discovered that the spiritual is not the intellectual, 
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but tbe moral ; and that the spiritual world is not, as 
we used to make it, a world of our own intellectual 
abstractions, or of our own physical emotions, religious 
or other, but a world of righteous or unrighteous 
persons What if I had discovered that one law of 
the spiritual world, in which all others were contained, 
was righteousness; and that disharmony with that 
law, which we called unspirituality, was not being 
vulgar, or clumsy, or ill-taught^ or unimaginative, or 
dull, but simply being unrighteous ? What if I had 
discovered that righteousness, and it alone, was the 
beautiful, righteousness the sublime, the heavenly, 
the 'Godlike— ay, God himself ? And, what if it had 
dawned on me, as by a great sunrise, what that 
righteousness was like I What if I had seen a human 
being, a woman, too, a young weak girl, showing forth 
the glory and the beauty of Godi Showing me that 
the beautiful was to mingle unshrinking, for duty’s 
sake, with all that is most foul and loathsome ; that 
the sublime was to stoop to the most menial offices, 
the most outwardly-degrading self-denials ; that to be 
heavenly, was to know that tho commonest relations, 
the most vulgar duties, of earth, were God’s commands, 
and only to be performed aright by the help of tho 
same spirit by which He rules the Universe; that 
righteousness was to love, to help, to suffer for — if 
need be, to die for — those who, in themselves, seem 
fitted to arouse no feelings except indignation and 
disgust ‘I What if, for the first time, I trust not for 
the last time, in my life, I saw this vision ; and at the 
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sight of it my eyes were opened, and I knew it for 
the likeness and the glory of God? What if I, a 
Platonist, like John of Galilee, and Paul of Tarsus, 
yet, like them, a Hebrew of the Hebrews, had con- 
fessed to myself — If the creature can love thus, how 
much more its archetype? If weak woman can endure 
thus, how much more a Son of God ? If for the good 
of others, man has strength to sacrifice himself in part, 
God will have strength to sacrifice Himself utterly. 
If He has not done it, He will do it : or He will be 
less beautiful, less sublime, less heavenly, less righteous 
than my poor conception of Him, ay, than this weak 
playful girl ! Why should I not believe those who 
tell me that He has done it already? What if their 
evidence be, after all, only probability? I do not 
want mathematical <lomonstration to prove to me that 
when a child was in danger his father saved him— 
neither do I hero. My reason, iny heart, every 
faculty of mo, except this stupid sensuous experience, 
which I find deceiving mo every moment, which can- 
" not oven prove to mo my own existence, accepts that 
story of Calvary as the most natural, most probable, 
most necessary of earthly events, assuming only that 
God is a righteous Person, and not some dream of an 
all-pervading necessary spirit — nonsense which, in its 
very terms, confesses its own materialism.” 

ilypatia answered with a forced smile. 

“Ilaphael Aben-Ezra has deserted the method 
of the severe dialectician for that of the eloquent 
lover.” 
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“Not altogether,” said he, smiling in return. “For 
suppose that I had said to myself, We Platonists 
agree that the sight of God is the highest good.” 

Hypatia once more shuddered at last night’s re- 
collections. 

“ And if He be righteous, and righteousness be — 
as I know it to be — ^identical with love, then He will 
desire that highest good for men far more than 
they can desire it for themselves. . . . Then He will 
desire to show Himself and His own righteousness to 
them, . . , Will you make answer, dearest Hypatia, 
or shall I? . . . or does your silence give consent*? 
At least let me go on to say this, that if God do 
desire to show His righteousness to men, His only 
perfect method, according to Plato, will be that of 
calumny, persecution, the scourge, and the cross, that 
so He, like Glaucon’s righteous man, may remain for 
ever free from any suspicion of selfish interest, or 
weakness of endurance. . . . Am I deserting the 
dialectic method now, Hypatia 1 . . . You are still 
silent ? You will not hear me, I see. ... At some ^ 
future day, the philosopher may condescend to lend a 
kinder ear to the words of her greatest debtor. . . . 
Or, rather, she may condescend to hear, in her own 
heart, the voice of that Archetypal Man, who has 
been loving her, guiding her, heaping her with every 
perfection of body and of mind, inspiring her with all 
pure and noble longings, and only asks of her to listen 
to her own reason, her own philosophy, wlien they 
proclaim Him as the giver of them, and to impart 
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tliem freely and humbly, as He has imparted them to 
her, to the poor, and the brutish, and the sinful, whom 
He loves as well as He loves her. . . . Farewell V’ 

“ Stay !” said she, spiinging up ; “ whither are you 
going V 

“To do a little good before I die, having done 
much evil. To farm, plant, and build, and rescue a 
little corner of Omiuzd's earth, as the Persians would 
say, out of the dominion of Aliiiman. To light 
Ausurian robbers, feed Thracian mercenanes, save a 
few widows from starvation, and a few orphans from 
slavery. . . . Perhaps to leave behind me a son of 
David^s line, who will be a better Jew, because a 
))otter Christian, than his father. ... Wo shall have 
trouble in the flesh, Augustine tells us. . . . But, as 
I answered him, I really have had so little tliercof 
yet, that my fair share may j^robahly bo rather a use- 
ful education than otherwise. Farewell T’ 

“Stay!*^ said she. “Como again! — again! And 
her. . , . Bring her. ... I must see her I She must 
bo noble, indeed, to bo worthy of you.” 

“She is many a hundred miles away.” 

“Ah ! Perhaps she might have taught something 
to mo — me, the philosojjhcr 1 You need not have 
feared mo. ... I have no heaH to make converts 
now. . . . Oh, Eaphaol Aben-E^ira, why break the 
bruised rood 1 My plans are scattered to the winds, 
my pupils worthless, my fair name tarnished, my con- 
scicnco heavy with the thought of my own cruelty. 
... If you do not know all, you will know it but too 
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soon. . . . My last hope, Synesius, 'implores for him- 
self the hope which I need from him. . . . And, over 
and above it all . . . You! . . . Et tu. Brute! “Wniy 
not fold my mantle round me, like Julius of old, and 
die!” 

Eaphael stood looking sadly at her, as her whole 
face sank into utter prostration. 

“ Yes — come. . . . The Galilaean. ... If he con- 
quers strong men, can the weak maid resist him? 
Come soon. . . . This afternoon. . . . My heart is 
breaking fast.” 

“At the eighth hour this afternoon?” 

“ Yes. ... At noon I lecture . . . take my fare- 
well, rather, for ever of the schools. . . . Gods ! 
What have I to say ? . . . And tell me about Him of 
NazaretL Farewell !” 

“Farewell, beloved lady ! At the ninth hour, you 
shall hear of Him of Nazareth.” 

Why did his own words sound to him strangely 
pregnant, all but ominous ? He almost fancied that 
not he, but some third person had spoken them. Ho 
kissed Hypatia's hand. It was as cold as ice ; and 
his heart, too, in spite of all his bliss, felt cold and 
heavy, as he left the roona. 

As he went down the steps into the street, a young 
man sprang from behind one of the pillars, and seized 
his arm. 

“ Aha ! my young Coryphseus of pious plunderers 1 
What do you want with me ?” 
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Philammon, for it was he, looked at him an instant, 
and recognised him. 

Save her 1 for the love of God, save her !” 

“Whomf’ 

“Hypatia !” 

“How long has her salvation been important to 
you, my good friend?” 

“For God’s sake,” said Philammon, “go back and 
warn her ! She will hear you — you are rich — you 
used to be her friend — I know you — I have heard of 
you. . . . Oh, if you ever cared for her — ^if you ever 
felt for her a thousandth part of what I feel — go in 
and warn her not to stir from home !” 

“I must hear more of this,” said Raphael, who saw 
that the boy was in earnest. “ Come in with me, and 
speak to her father.” 

“No! not in that house I Never in that house 
again 1 Ho not ask me why : but go yourself. She 
will not hear me. Did you — did you prevent her 
from listening?” 

“ What do you mean ?” 

“ 1 have been here — ages 1 I sent a note in by her 
maid, and she returned no answer.” 

Raphael recollected then, for the first time, a note 
which he had seen brought to her during the con- 
versation. 

“I saw her receive a note. She tossed it away. 
Tell me your story. If there is reason in it, I will 
bear your message myself. Of what is she to be 
warned?” 
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“ Of a plot — I know that there is a plot — against 
her among the monks and Paraholani. As I lay in 
bed this morning in Arsenius’s room — they thought I 
was asleep ” 

Arsenins ? Has that venerable fanatic, then, gone 
the way of all monastic flesh, and turned persecutor f ’ 

“ God forbid ! I heard him beseeching Peter the 
Eeader to refrain from something, I cannot tell what ; 
but I caught her name ... I heard Peter say, “ She 
that hindereth will hinder till she be taken out of the 
way.’ And when he went out into the passage I 
heard him say to another, ‘That thou docst, do 
quickly?”’ . . . 

“These are slender grounds, my friend.” 

“Ah, you do not know of what those men are 
capable !” 

“ Do I not ? Where did you and I meet last ?” 

Philammon blushed and burst forth again. “ That 
was enough for me. I know the hatred which they 
bear her, the crimes which they attribute to her. Her 
house would have been attacked last night had it not 
been for Cyril. . . . And I knew Peter’s tone. Ho 
spoke too gently and softly not to mean something 
devilish I watched all the morning for an oppor- 
tunity of escape, and hero I am ! — Will you take my 
message, or see her ” 

“What?” 

“ God only knows, and the devil whom they worship 
instead of God.” 

Eaphael hurried back into the house — “ Could he 



THE prodigal’s RETURK. 


269 


see Hypatia She had shut herself up in her private 
room, strictly commanding that no visitor should be 
admitted. . . . “ Where was Theon, then He had 
gone out by the canal gate half an hour before, with a 
bundle of mathematical papers imder his arm, no one 
knew whither . . . “Imbecile old idiot!” and he 
hastily wrote on his tablet — 

“Do not despise the young monk’s warning. I 
believe him to speak the truth. As you love yourself 
and your father, Hypatia, stir not out to-day.” 

He bribed a maid to take the message upstairs; 
and passed his time in the hall in warning the servants. 
But they would not believe him. It was true the shops 
were shut in some quarters, and the Museum gardens 
empty ; people were a little frightened after yesterday. 
But Cyril, they had heard for certain, had threatened 
excommunication only last night to any Christian who 
broke the peace ; and there had not been a monk to 
be seen in the streets the whole morning. And as for 
any harm happening to their mistress — impossible ! 
** The very wild beasts would not tear her,” said the 
huge negro porter, “if she was thrown into the 
amphitheatre.” 

Whereat a maid boxed his ears for talking of such 
a thing; and then, by way of mending it, declared 
that she knew for certain that her mistress could turn 
aside the lightning, and call legions of spirits to fight 
for her with a nod. . . . What was to be done with 
such idolaters 'I And yet who could help liking them 
the better for itl 
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At last the answer came down, in the old graceful, 
studied, seK-conscious handwriting. 

“ It is a strange way of persuading me to your new 
faith, to bid me beware, on the very first day of your 
preaching, of the wickedness of those who believe it, 
I thank you : but your affection for me makes you 
timorous. I dread nothing. They will not dare. 
Did they dare now, they would have dared long ago. 
As for that youth — to obey or to believe his word, 
even to seem aware of his existence, were shame to 
me henceforth. Because he is insolent enough to warn 
me, therefore I will go. Fear not for me. You would 
not wish me, for the first time in my life, to fear for 
myself. I must follow my destiny. I must speak the 
words which I have to speak Above all, I must let 
no Christian say, that the philosopher dared less than 
the fanatic. If my Gods are Gods, then wdll they 
protect me : and if not, let your God prove His rule 
as seems to Him good.” 

Eaphael tore the letter to fragments. . . . The 
guards, at least, were not gone mad like the rest of 
the world. It wanted half an hour of the time of her 
lecture. In th^ interval he might summon force 
enough to crush all Alexandria And turning sud- 
denly, he darted out of the room and out of the 
house. 

Quern Deus vult perdere ! ” cried ho to Philam- 

mon, with a gesture of grief. Stay here and stop 
her! — make a last appeal! Drag the horses' heads 
down, if you can! I will be back in ten minutes.” 
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And lie ran oflf for the nearest gate of the Museum 
gardens. 

On the other side of the gardens lay the court-yard 
of the palace. There were gates in plenty communi- 
cating between them. If he could but see Orestes, 
even alarm the guard in time ! . . . 

And he hurried through the walks and alcoves, now 
deserted by the fearful citizens, to the nearest gate. 
It was fast, and barricaded firmly on the outside. 

Terrified, he ran on to the next ; it was barred also. 
He saw the reason in a moment, and maddened as he 
saw it The guards, careless about the Museum, or 
reasonably fearing no danger from the Alexandrian 
populace to the glory and wonder of their city, or per- 
haps wishing wisely enough to concentrate their forces 
in the narrowest space, had contented themselves with 
cutting off aU communication with the gardens, and 
so converting the lofty partition-wall into the outer 
enceinte of their marble citadel At all events, the 
doors leading from the Museum itself might be open. 
He knew them every one, every hall, passage, statue, 
picture, almost every book in that vast treasure-house 
of ancient civilisation. He found an entrance; hurried 
through well-known corridors to a postern through 
which he and Orestes had lounged a hundred times, 
their lips full of bad words, their hearts of worse 
thoughts, gathered in those records of the fair wicked- 
ness of old. ... It was fast. He beat upon it ; but 
no one answered. He rushed on and tried another. 
No one answered there, Another — still silence and de- 
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spair I ... He rushed upstairs, hoping that from the 
•windows above he might be able to call to the guard. 
The prudent soldiers had locked and barricaded the 
entranees to the upper floors of the whole right wing, 
lest the palace court should be commanded from thence. 
Whither now? Back — and whither then? Back, 
round endless galleries, vaulted halls, staircases, door- 
ways, some fast, some open, up and down, trying 
this way and that, losing himseK at whiles in that 
enormous silent labyrinth. And his breath failed him, 
his throat was parched, his face burned as with the 
simoom wind, his legs were trembling under him. His 
presence of mind, usually so perfect, failed him utterly. 
He was baffled, netted ; there was a spell upon him. 
Was it a dream? Was it all one of those hideous 
nightmares of endless pillars beyond pillars, stairs 
above stairs, rooms within rooms, changing, shifting, 
lengthening out for ever and for ever before the 
dreamer, narrowing, closing in on him, choking him ? 
Was it a dream ? Was he doomed to wander for ever 
and for ever in some palace of the dead, to expiate the 
sin which he had learnt and done therein ? His brain, 
for the first time in his hfe, began to reel Ho could 
recollect nothing but that something dreadful was 
to happen — and that he had to prevent it, and could 
not. . . . WTiere was he now ? In a little by-chamber. 
... He had talked with her there a hundred times, 
looking out over the Pharos and the blue Mediter- 
ranean. . . . What was that roar below? ... A sea 
of weltering yelling heads, thousands on thousands, 



THE PEODIGAL’S RETUEN. 


273 


down to the very heach ; and from their innumerable 
throats one mighty war-cry — “God, and the mother 
of God!’^ Cjo^il’s hounds were loose. ... He reeled 
from the window, and darted frantically away again. 
. . . whither, he knew not, and never knew until 
his dying day. 

And Philammon 1 . . . SufScient for the chapter, 
as for the day, is the evil thereof. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 
woman's love. 

Pelagia had past that night alone in sleepless sorrow, 
which was not diminished hy her finding herself the 
next morning palpably a prisoner in her own house. 
Her girls told her that they had ordem — they would 
not say from whom — ^to prevent her leaving her own 
apartments. And though some of them made the 
announcement with sighs and tears of condolence, yet 
more than one, she could see, was well inclined to 
mate her feel that her power was over, and that there 
were others besides herself who might aspire to the 
honour of reigning favourite. 

What matter to her ? Whispers, sneers, and saucy 
answers fell on her ear unheeded. She had one idol, 
and she had lost it ; one power, and it had failed her. 
In the heaven above, and in the earth beneath, was 
neither peace, nor help, nor hope ; nothing but black, 
blank, stupid terror and despair. The little weak 
infant soul, which had just awakened in her, had been 
crushed and stunned in its very birth-hour; and 
instinctively she crept away to the roof of the tower 
where her apartments were, to sit and weep alone. 
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There she sat, hour after hour, beneath the shade 
of the large windsail, which served in all Alexandrian 
houses the double purpose of a shelter from the sun 
and a ventilator for the rooms below; and her eye 
roved carelessly over that endless sea of roofs and 
towers, and masts, and glittering canals, and gliding 
boats ; but she saw none of them — nothing but one 
beloved face, lost, lost for ever. 

At last a low whistle roused her from her dream. 
She looked up. Across the narrow lane, from one of 
the embrasures of the opposite house-parapet bright 
eyes were peering at her. She moved angrily to 
escape them. 

The whistle was repeated, and a head rose cautiously 
above the parapet ... It was Miriam’s. Casting a 
careful look around, Pelagia went forward. What 
could the old woman want with her % 

Miriam made interrogative signs, which Pelagia 
understood as asking her whether she was alone ; and 
the moment that an answer in the negative was re- 
turned, Miriam rose, tossed over to her feet a letter 
weighted with a pebble, and then vanished again. 

have watched here all day. They refused me 
admittance below. Beware of Wulf, of every one. 
Do not stir from your chamber. There is a jdot to 
carry you oif to-night, and give you up to your brother , 
the monk; you are betrayed; be brave !” 

Pelagia read it with blanching cheek and staring 
eyes ; and took, at least, the last part of Miriam’s 
advice. For walking doTO the stair, she passed 
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proudly through her own rooms, and commanding 
hack the girls who would have stayed her, with a 
voice and gesture at which they quailed, went straight 
down, the letter in her hand, to the apartment where 
the Amal usually spent his midday hours. 

As she approached the door, she heard loud v.oices 
within. . . . His ! — ^yes ; but Wulf’s also. Her heart 
failed her, and she stopped a moment to listen. . . . 
She heard Hypatia^s name ; and mad with curiosity, 
crouched down at the lock, and hearkened to every 
word. 

“ She will not accept me, Wulf.” 

“If she will not, she shall go farther and fare worse. 
Besides, I tell you, she is hard run. It is her last 
chance, and she will jump at it. The Christians are 
mad with her ; if a storm blows up, her life is not 
worth — ^that 

“ It is a pity that we have not brought her hither 
already.’’ 

“It isj but we could not. We must not break 
with Orestes till the palace is in our hands.” 

“And will it ever be in our hands, friend 

“Certain. We were round at every picquet last 
night, and the very notion of an AmaFs heading them 
made them so eager, that we had to bribe them to be 
quiet rather than to rise.” 

“ Odin I I wish I were among them now 1” 

“Wait till the city rises. If the day pass over 
without a riot, I know nothing. The treasure is all 
on board, is it not F’ 
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“ Yes, and the galleys ready. I have been working 
like a horse at them all the morning, as you would let 
me do nothing else. And Goderic will not be back 
from the palace, you say, till nightfall !” 

“ If we are attacked first, we are to throw up a fire 
signal to him, and he is to come ofi* hither with what 
Goths he can muster. If the palace is attacked first, 
he is to give us the signal, and we arc to pack up and 
row round thither. And in the meanwhile he is to 
make that hound of a Greek prefect as drunk as he 
can.” 

**Tho Greek will see him under the table. He 
has drugs, I know, as all those Eoman rascals have, 
to sober him when he likes ; and then ho sets to work 
and drinks again. Send off old Smid, and let him 
beat the annouror if he can.” 

A very good thought I ” said Wulf, and came out 
instantly for the purpose of putting it in practice. 

Pelagia had just time to retreat into an adjoin- 
ing doorway : but she had heard enough ; and as Wulf 
passed, she sprang to him and caught him by the 
aim. 

Oh, come in hither ! Speak to mo one moment ; 
for mercy’s sake speak to me 1” and she drew him, 
Ixalf against his will, into the chamber, and throwing 
herself at his feet, broke out into a childlike wail. 

Wulf stood silent, utterly discomfited by this un- 
expected submission, where he had expected petulant 
and artful resistance. Ho almost felt guilty and 
ashamed, as ho looked down into that beautiful im- 
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ploring face, convulsed with simple sorrow, as of a 
child for a broken toy. ... At last she spoke. 

‘‘ Oh, what have I done — ^what have I done 1 Why 
must you take him from me 1 What have I done but 
love him, honour him, worship him? I know you 
love him ; and I love you for it. — I do indeed ! But 
you — ^what is your love to mine? Oh, I would die 
for him — ^be tom in pieces for him — ^now, this mo- 
ment!’’ . . . 

Wulf was silent. 

“ What have I done but love him ?- WTiat could I 
wish but to make him happy ? I was rich enough, 
praised, and petted; . . . and then he came, , . . 
glorious as he is, like a god among men — among apes 
rather — and I worshipped him : was I wrong in that ? 
I gave up all for him : was I wrong in that ? I gave 
him myself : what could I do more ? He condescended 
to like me — ^he the hero 1 Could I help submitting ? 
I loved him : could I help loving him ? Did I wrong 
him in that? Cruel, cruel Wulf 1” . . . 

Wulf was forced to be stern, or he would have 
melted at once. 

‘‘And what was your love worth to him ? What 
has it done for him ? It has made him a sot, an idler, 
a laughingstock to these Greek dogs, when he might 
have been their conqueror, their king. Foolish woman, 
who cannot see that your love has been his bane, his 
ruin ! He, who ought by now to have been sitting 
upon the throne of the Ptolemies, the lord of all south 
of the Mediterranean — as he shall be still !” 
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Pelagia looked up at him wide-eyed, as if her mind 
•was taking in slowly some vast new thought, xmder 
the weight of which it reeled already. Then she rose 
slowly. 

“And he might be Emperor of Africa.” 

“And he shall be ; but not ” 

“Not with me 1” she almost shrieked. “No 1 not 
with wretched, ignorant, polluted me ! I see — oh, 
God, I see it all 1 And this is why you want him to 
marry her — ^lier ” 

She could not utter the dreaded name. 

Wulf could not trust himself to speak; but he 
bowed his head in acquiescence. 

“Yes — I will go — up into the desert — ^with Phil- 
ammon — and you shall never hear of me, again. And 
I will be a nun, and pray for him, that he may be a 
great king, and conquer all the world. You will tell 
him why I went away, will you not *2 Yes, I will go, 
— now, at once ” 

She turned away hurriedly, as if to act upon her 
promise, and then she sprang again to Wulf with a 
sudden shudder. 

“ I cannot, Wulf 1 — I cannot leave him 1 I shall 
go mad if I do 1 Do not be angry ; — will promise 
anything — take any oath you like, if you will only lot 
me stay hero. Only as a slave — as anything — if I 
may but look at him sometimes. No — not even that 
— ^but to be under the same roof with him, only — Oh, 
to me be but a slave in the kitchen ! I will make 
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over all I have to him— to you— to any one ! And 
you shall tell him that I am gone — dead, if you will 
— Only let me stay ! And I -will wear rags, and grind 
in the mill. . . . Even that will be delicious, to know 
that he is eating the bread which I have made ! And 
if I ever dare speak to him — even to come near him 
—let the steward hang me up by the wrists, and whip 
me, like the slave which I deserve to be ! . . . And 
then shall I soon grow old and ugly with grief, and 
there will be no more danger then, dear Wulf, will 
there, from this accursed face of mine ‘I Only promise 

me that, and There! he is calling you! Don’t 

let him come in and see me ! — I cannot bear it 1 Go 
to him, quick, and tell him all. — No, don’t tell him 
yet” . . . 

And she sank down again on the floor, as Wulf 
went out murmuring to himself, — 

“Popr child 1 poor child 1 well for thee this day if 
thou wert dead, and at the bottom of Hela 1” 

And Pelagia heard what he said. 

Gradually, amid sobs and tears, and stormy con- 
fusion of impossible hopes and projects, those words 
took root in her mind, and spread, till they filled her 
whole heart and brain. 

“Well for me if I were deadf’ 

And she rose slowly. 

“Well for me if I were deadi And why not? 
Then it would indeed be all settled. There would be 
no more danger from poor little Pelagia then.” . . . 
She went slowly, firmly, proudly, into the well- 
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known chamber. . . . She threw herself upon the 
bed, and covered the pillow with kisses. Her eye 
fell on the AmaVs sword, which hung across the bed's- 
head, after the custom of Gothic warriors. She seized 
it, and took it dovna, shuddering. 

“Yes! . . . Let it be with this, if it must be. 
And it must be. I cannot bear it 1 Anything but 
shame ! To have fancied all my life — ^vain fool that 
I -vtras ! — that every one loved and admired me, and 
to find that they were despising me, hating me, all 
along ! Those students at the lecture-room door told 
me I was despised. — ^The old monk told me so — Fool 
that I was ! I forgot it next day ! — For he~he loved 
me still! — ^Ah — how could I believe them, till his 
own lips had said it ? . . . Intolerable I . . , And yet 
women as bad as I am have been honoured — ^when 
they were dead. What was that song which I used 
to sing about Epicharis, who hung herself in the litter, 
and Leaina, who bit out her tongue, lest the torture 
should drive them to betray their lovers? There 
used to be a statue of Leaina, they say, at Athens, — a 
lioness without a tongue. . . . And whenever I sang 
the song, the theatre used to rise, and shout, and call 
them noble and blessed. ... I never could tell why 
then; but I know now!— I know now! Perhaps 
they may call me noble, after all. At least, they may 
say * She was a — a — ^but she dare die for the man she 
loved !’ . . . Ay, but God despises me too, and hates 
mo. Ho will send me to eternal fire. Philammon 
said so — though he was my brother. The old monk 
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said so — though he wept as he said it. . . . The 
flames of hell for ever ! Oh, not for ever ! Great, 
dreadful God! Not for ever! Indeed, I did not 
know! No one taught me about right and wrong, 
and I never knew that I had been baptized — Indeed, 
I never knew ! And it was so pleasant — so pleasant 
to be happy, and praised, and loved, and to see happy 
faces round me. How could I help it*! The birds 
there who are singing in the darling, beloved court — 
they do what they like, and Thou art not angry with 
them for being happy ^ And Thou wilt not be more 
cruel to me than to them, great God — for what did I 
know more than they 1 Thou hast made the beautiful 
sunshine, and the pleasant, pleasant world, and the 
flowers, and the birds — Thou wilt not send me to 
bum for ever and ever 'I Will not a hundred years 
be punishment enough — or a thousand Oh, God ! 
is not this punishment enough already, — to have to 
leave him, just as — ^just as I am beginning to long to 
be good, and to be worthy of him? ... Oh, have mercy 
— mercy — ^mercy — and let me go after I have been 
punished enough ! Why may I not turn into a bird, 
or even a worm, and come back again out of that 
horrible place, to see the sun shine, and the flowers 
grow once more? Oh, am I not punishing myself 
already? Will not this help to atone? . . . Yes — I 
will die ! — and perhaps so God may pity me !” 

And with trembling hands she drew the sword from 
its sheath and covered the blade with kisses. 

««Yes — on this sword — with which he won his 
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battles. Tliat is right — ^his to the last ! How keen 
and cold it looks ! WiU it be very painful ? ... No 
— I will not try the point, or my heart might fail me. 
I will fall on it at once : let it hurt me as it may, it 
will be too late to draw back then. And after all it 
is his sword — ^It will not have the heart to torture me 
muck And yet he struck me himself this morning I” 

And at that thought, a long wild cry of misery 
broke from her lips, and rang through the house. 
Hurriedly she fastened the sword upright to the foot 
of the bod, and tore open her tunic. . . . “Here — under 
this widowed bosom, where his head will never lie 
again 1 There are footsteps in the passage 1 Quick, 
Pelagia 1 Now ” 

And she threw up her arms wildly, in act to fall . . . 

“It is his step ! And he will find me, and never 
know that it is for him I die !” 

The Amal tried the door. It was fast. With a 
single blow he burst it open, and demanded — 

“ What was that shriek ? What is the meaning of 
this? Pelagia!” 

Pelagia, like a child caught playing with a forbidden 
toy, hid her face in her hands and cowered down. 

“ What is it?” cried he, lifting her. 

But she burst from his arms. 

“ No, no 1 — ^never more ! I am not worthy of you ! 
Lot me die, wretch that I am 1 I can only drag you 
down. You must be a king. You must marry her — 
the wise woman 1” 

“ Hyi>atia ! She is dead 1” 
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“Dead'?” shrieked Pelagia. 

“Murdered, an hour ago, by those Oliristian devils.” 

Pelagia put her hands over her eyes, and burst into 
tears. Were they of pity or of joy *? . . . She did not 
ask herself ; and we will not ask her. 

“Where is my sword'? Soul of Odin ! why is it 
fastened here?” 

“ I was going to— Do not be angry ! . . . They told 
me that I had better die, and ” 

The Amal stood thunderstruck for a moment 

“Oh, do not strike me again! Send me to the 
mill. Kail me now with your own hand ! Anything 
but another blow !” 

“ A blow ^ — Noble woman 1” cried the Amal, clasp- 
ing her in his arms. 

The storm was past 3 and Pelagia had been nestling 
to that beloved heart, cooing like a happy dove, for 
many a minute before the Amal aroused himself and 
her. . , . 

“Now 1 — quick 1 We have not a moment to lose. 
Up to the tower, where you will be safe ; and then to 
show these curs what comes of snarling round the wild 
wolves’ den !” 
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NEMESIS. 

And was tho Amal’s nows true, then ? 

Philammon saw Eaphael rufsh across the street into 
the Museum gardona His last words had been a 
command to stay where he was ; and tho hoy obeyed 
him. The black porter who let Eaphael out told 
him somewhat insolently, that his mistress would see 
no one, and receive no messages : but ho had made 
up his mind : complained of tho sun, quietly ensconecd 
himself behind a buttress, and sat coiled up on tho 
pavement, ready for a desperate spring, Tho slave 
stared at him : but ho was accustomed to tho vagaries 
of philosophers ; and thanking tho gods that lie was 
not bom in that station of life, retired to his porter’s 
cell, and forgot the whole matter. 

There Philammon waited a full half-hour. It 
seemed to him hours, days, years. And yet Eaphael 
did not return: and yet no guards appeared. Was 
the strange Jew a traitor f Impoasiblo !— his face harl 
shown a desperate oamestnoss of terror ns intense as 
Philammon’s own. . . . Yot why tUd ho not return ? 

Perhaj)s he had found out tliat tho stroots wore 
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clear ; their mutual fears groundless. . . . What meant 
that black knot of men some two hundred yards off, 
hanging about the mouth of the side street, just 
opposite the door which led to her lecture -room? 
He moved to watch them : they had vanished. He 
lay down again and waited. . . . There they were 
again. It was a suspicious post. That street ran 
along the back of the Csesareium, a favourite haunt 
of monks, communicating by innumerable entries and 
back buildings with the great Church itself. . . . And 
yet, why should there not be a knot of monks there ? 
What more common in every street of Alexandria? 
He tried to laugh away his own fears. And yet they 
ripened, by the very intensity of thinking on them, 
into certainty. He knew that something terrible was 
at hand. More than once he looked out from his 
hiding-place — ^the knot of men were still there ; . . . 
it seemed to have increased, to draw nearer. If they 
found him, what would they not suspect ? What did 
he care ? He would die for her, if it came to that — 
not that it could come to that : but stUl he must speak 
to her — ^he must warn her. Passenger after passenger, 
carriage after carriage passed along the street ; student 
after student entered the lecture-room ; but he never 
saw them, not though they passed him close. The 
sun rose higher and higher, and turned his whole 
blaze upon the comer where Philammon crouched, 
till the pavement scorched like hot iron, and his eyes 
were dazzled by the blinding glare: but he never 
heeded it. His whole heart, and sense, and sight, 
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were riveted upon that well-known door, expecting 
it to open. . . . 

At last a curricle, glittering with silver, rattled 
round the corner and stopped opposite him. She 
must be coming now. The crowd had vanished. 
Perhaps it was, after all, a fancy of his own. No ; 
there they were, peeping round the corner, close to 
the lecture-room — the hell-hounds ! A slave brought 
out an embroidered cushion — and then Hypatia her- 
self came forth, looking more glorious than ever ; her 
lips set in a sad firm smile ; her eyes uplifted, inquir- 
ing, eager, and yet gentle, dimmed by some great 
inward awe, as if her soul was far away aloft, and 
face to face with God. 

In a moment he sprang up to her, caught her robe 
convulsively, tlirew himself on his knees before her — 
“ Stop ! Stay ! You are going to destruction 1” 
Calmly she looked down upon him. 

“Accomplice of witches! Would you make of 
Theon’s daughter a traitor like yourself 

He sprang up, stepped back, and stood stupefied 
with shame and despair. . . . 

She believed him guilty, then 1 ... It was the will 
of God ! 

The plumes of the horses were waving far down 
the street before he recovered himself, and rushed 
after her, shouting he knew not what 

It was too late I A dark wave of men rushed from 
the ambuscade, surged up round the car . . . swept 
forward . . . she had disappeared! and as Philam- 



288 


HEMESIS. 


mon followed breathless, the horses galloped past him 
madly homeward with the empty carriage. 

Whither were they dragging her ? To the Csesar- 
eium, the Church of God himself 1 Impossible ? Why 
thither of all places of the earth ? Why did the mob, 
increasing momentarily by hundreds, pour down upon 
the beach, and return brandishing flints, shells, frag- 
ments of pottery? 

She was upon the church steps before he caught 
them up, invisible among the crowd; but he could 
track her by the fragments of her dress. 

\^Tiere were her gay pupils now ? Alas ! they had 
barricaded themselves shamefully in the Museum, at 
the first rush which swept her from the door of the 
lecture-room. Cowards ! he would save her ! 

And he struggled in vain to pierce the dense mass 
of Parabolani and monks, who, mingled with the fish- 
wives and dock-workers, leaped and yelled around 
their victim But what he could not do another and 

a weaker did — even the little porter. Furiously no 

one knew how or whence — ^he burst up as if from the 
ground in the thickest of the crowd, with knife, teeth, 
and nails, like a venomous wild-cat, tearing his way 
towards his idol. Alas 1 he was tom down himself, 
roUed over the steps, and lay there half dead in an 
^ony of weeping, as Philammon sprang up past him 
into the church. 

Yes. On into the church itself! Into the cool 
^ shadow, with its fretted pillars, and lowering 
domes, and candles, and incense, and blazing altar, 
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and great pictures looking from the walls athwart the 
gorgeous gloom. And right in front, ahoye the altar, 
the colossal Christ watching unmoved from off the 
wall, his right hand raised to give a blessing — or a 
curse? 

On, up the nave, fresh shreds of her dress strewing 
the holy pavement — up the chancel steps themselves 
— up to the altar — right underneath the great still 
Christ : and there even those hell-hounds paused. . . , 

She shook herself free from her tormentors, and 
springing hack, rose for one moment to her full height 
naked, snow-white against the dusky mass around — 
shame and indignation in those wide clear eyes, hut 
not a stain of fear. With one hand she clasped her 
golden locks around her ; the other long white arm 
was stretched upward toward the great still Christ 
appealing — and who dare say, in vain ? — from man to 
God. Her lips were opened to speak i hut the words 
that should have come from them reached God’s ear 
alone j for in an instant Peter struck her down, the 
dark mass closed over her again. . . . and then wail 
on wail, long, wild, ear-piercing, rang along the vaulted 
roofs, and thrilled like the trumpet of avenging angels 
through Philaimnon’s ears. 

Crushed against a pillar, unable to move in the 
dense mass, he pressed his hands over his ears. He* 
could not shut out those shrieks ! When would they 
end ? What in the name of the God of mercy were 
they doing ? Tearing her piecemeal? Yes, and worse 
than that And still the shrieks rang on, and still 
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the great Christ looked down on Philammon witt 
that calm, intolerable eye, and would not turn away. 
And oyer his head was written in the rainbow, “I am 
the same, yesterday, to-day, and for ever!” The 
same as he was in Judea of old, Philammon? Then 
what are these, and in whose temple? And he covered 
his face with his hands, and longed to die. 

It was over. The shrieks had died away into 
moans ; the moans to silence. How long had he been 
there ? An hour, or an eternity ? Thank God it was 
over! For her sake — but for theirs? But they 
thought not of that as a new cry rose through the 
dome. 

“ To the Cinaron ! Burn the bones to ashes 1 
Scatter them into the seal” . . . And the mob poured 
past him again. . . . 

He turned to flee ; but, once outside the church, 
he sank exhausted, and lay upon the steps, watching 
with stupid horror the glaring of the fire, and the 
mob who leaped and yelled like demons round their 
Moloch sacrifice. 

A hand grasped his arm ; he looked up ; it was the 
porter. 

‘‘And this, young butcher, is the Catholic and 
apostolic Church?” 

“ No ! Eudssmon, it is the church of the devils of 
hell!” And gathering himself up, he sat upon the 
steps and buried his head within his hands. He 
would have given life itself for the power of weej)ing : 
but his eyes and brain were hot and dry as the desert. 
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Eudsemon looked at Mm awMle. The shock had 
sobered the poor fop for once. 

“ I did what I could to die with her !” said he. 

I did what I could to save her !” answered PMl- 
ammon. 

“ I know it. Forgive the words wMch I just spoke. 
Did we not both love herf' 

And the little wretch sat down by PMlammon’s 
side, and as the blood dripped from Ms wounds upon 
the pavement, broke out into a bitter agony of human 
tears. 

There are times when the very intensity of our 
misery is a boon, and kindly stuns us till we are un- 
able to torture ourselves by thought And so it was 
with PMlammon then. He sat there, he knew not 
how long. 

“ She is with the gods,” said Eudsemon at last 

“She is with the God of gods,” answered PMl- 
ammon ; and they both were silent again. 

Suddenly a commanding voice aroused them. 
They looked up, and saw before them Raphael Aben- 
E2Ta. 

He was pale as death, but calm as death. One 
look into Ms face told them that he knew alL 

“ Young monk,” he said, between Ms closed teeth, 
“ you seem to have loved her 1” 

Philammon looked up, but could not speak. 

“ Then arise, and flee for your life into the farthest 
comer of the desert, ere the doom of Sodom and 
Gomorrha fall upon this accursed city. Have you 
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father, mother, brother, sister, — ay, cat, dog, or bird 
for which you care, within its walls 

Philammon started; for he recollected Pelagia. 

. . . That evening, so Cyril had promised, twenty 
trusty monks were to have gone with him to seize her. 

“You have? Then take them with you, and 
escape, and remember Lot’s wife. Eudsemon, come 
with me. You must lead me to your house, to the 
lodging of Miriam the Jewess. Do not deny ! I know 
that she is there. For the sake of her who is gone I 
wm hold you harmless, ay, reward you richly, if you 
prove faithful Rise 1” 

Eudaemon, who knew Raphael’s face well, rose and 
led the way trembling ; and Philammon was left alone. 

They never met again. But Philammon knew that 
he had been in the presence of a stronger man than 
himseh, and of one who hated even more bitterly than 
he himself that deed at which the very sun, it seemed, 
ought to have veiled his face. And his words, “ Arise, 
and flee for thy life,” uttered as they were with the 
stem self-command and writhing lip of compressed 
agony, rang through his ears like the trump of doom. 
Yes, he would flee. He had gone forth to see the 
world, and he had seen it. Arsenius was in the right 
after alL Home to the desert ! But first he would 
go himself, alone, to Pelagia, and implore her once 
more to flee with him. Beast, fool, that he had been 
to try to win her by force— by the help of such as 
these ! God’s kingdom was not a kingdom of fanatics 
yelling for a doctrine, but of willing, loving obedient 
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hearts. If he could not win her heart, her will, he 
would go alone, and die praying for her. 

He sprang from the steps of the Csesareium, and 
turned up the street of the Museum. Alas ! it was 
one roaring sea of heads ! They were sacking Theon’s 
house — the house of so many memories ! Perhaps 
the poor old man too had perished ! Still — ^his sister 1 
He must save her and flee. And he turned up a side 
street and tried to make his way onward. 

Alas again ! the whole of the dock-quarter was up 
and out. Every street poured its tide of furious fanar 
tics into the main river ; and ere he could reach Pelagia’s 
house the sun was set, and close behind him, echoed 
by ten thousand voices, was the cry of “ Down with 
all heathens ! Root out all Arian Goths t Down with 
idolatrous wantons ! Down with Pelagia Aphrodite ! ” 

He humed doivn the alley, to the tower door, where 
Wulf had promised to meet him. It was half open, 
and in the dusk ho could see a figure standing in the 
doorway. He sprang up the steps, and found, not 
Wulf, but Miriam. 

^‘Let mo pass !” 

“ Wlieroforo f ’ 

Ho made no answer, and tried to push past her. 

“ Fool, fool, fool 1” whispered the hag, holding the 
door against him with all her strength. “ Where are 
your follow-kidnappers? Whore are your band of 
monks ?” 

Philammon started back. How had she discovered 
Ms plan? 
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« Ay— where are they ? Besotted boy ! Have you 
not seen enough of monkery this afternoon, that you 
must try still to make that poor girl even such a one 
as yourselves 1 Ay, you may root out your own 
human natures if you will, and make yourselves devils 
in trying to become angels : but woman she is, and 
woman she shah, live or die I” 

“Let me pass 1” cried Philammon, furiously. 

“ Raise your voice — and I raise mine : and then 
your hfe is not worth a moment’s purchase. Fool, do 
you think I speak as a Jewess ? I speak as a woman 
— as a nun ! I was a nun once, madman — the iron 
entered into my soul 1— God do so to me, and more 
also, if it ever enter into another soul while I can pre- 
vent it ! You shall not have her ! I will strangle 
her with my own hand first!” And turning from 
him, she darted up the winding stair. 

He followed : but the intense passion of the old 
hag hurled her onward with the strength and speed 
of a young Msenad. Once Philammon was near pass- 
ing her. But he recollected that ho did not know his 
way, and contented himself with keeping close behind, 
and making the fugitive his guide. 

Stair after stair, he fled upward, till she turned 
suddenly into a chamber door. Philammon paused, 
A few feet above him the open sky showed at the 
stair-head. They were close then to the roof ! One 
moment more, and the hag darted out of the room 
again, and turned to flee upward still Philammon 
caught her by the arm, hurled her back into the 
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empty chamber, shut the door upon her ; and with a 
few bounds gained the roof, and met Pelagia face to 
face. 

“Come!” gasped he breathlessly. “Now is the 
moment! Come, while they are all below!” and he 
seized her hand. 

But Pelagia only recoiled. 

“No, no,” whispered she in answer, “I cannot, 
cannot — he has forgiven me all, all ! and I am his for 
ever! And now, just as he is in danger, when he 
may be wounded — ah, heaven I would you have me 
do anything so base as to desert him 

“Pelagia, Pelagia, darling sister!” cried Phil- 
ammon, in an agonised voice, “ think of the doom of 
sin I Think of the pains of hell !” 

“ I have thought of them this day : and I do not 
believe you 1 No — I do not ! God is not so cruel as you 
say I And if Ho were : — to lose my love, that is hell ! 
Lot mo burn hereafter, if I do but keep him now !^” 

Philammon stood stupefied and shuddering. All 
his own early doubts flashed across him like a thunder- 
bolt, when in the tomido-cavo ho had seen those painted 
ladies at their revels, and shuddered, and asked him- 
self, were they burning for ever and over? 

“Come!” gasped he once again; and throwing 
himself on his knees before her, covered her hands 
with kisses, wildly entreating ; but in vain. 

“What is this?” thundered a voice ; notMiriam^ 
but the Amahs. Ho was unarmed : but he rushed 
straight upon Philammoa 
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“Do not harm him!” shrieked Pelagia; “he is 
my brother — my brother of whom I told you !” 

“What does he here^*' cried the Amal, who in- 
stantly dmned the truth. 

Pelagia was silent. 

“I wish to deliver my sister, a Christian, from the 
sinful embraces of an Arian heretic ; and deliver her 
I will, or die !” 

“ An Arian f ’ laughed the Amal. “ Say a heathen 
at once, and tell the truth, young fool ! WiU you go 
with him, Pelagia, and turn nun in the sand-heaps 

Pelagia sprang towards her lover: Philammon 
caught her by the arm for one last despairing appeal : 
and in a moment, neither knew how, the Goth and 
the Greek were locked in deadly struggle, while 
Pelagia stood in silent horror, knowing that a call for 
help would bring instant death to her brother. 

It was over in a few seconds. The Goth lifted 
Philammon like a baby in his arms, and bearing him 
to the parapet, attempted to hurl him into the canal 
below. But the active Greek had wound himself like 
a snake around him, and held him by the throat with 
the strength of despair. Twice they rolled and 
tottered on the parapet; and twice recoiled. A 
third fearful Innge — ^the earthen wall gave way ; and 
down to the dark depths, locked in each other’s arms, 
fell Goth and Greek. 

Pelagia rushed to the brink, and gazed downward 
into the gloom, dumb and dry-eyed with horror. 
Twice they turned over together in mid-air. . . . The 
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foot of the tower, as was usual in Egypt, sloped out- 
wards towards the water. They must strike upon 
that — and then ! ... It seemed an eternity ere they 
touched the masonry. . . , The Amal was undermost. 

. . . She saw his fair floating locks dash against the 
cruel stone. His grasp suddenly loosened, his limbs 
collapsed ; two distinct plunges broke the dark sullen 
water ; and then all was still but the awakened ripple, 
lapping angidly against the wall. 

Pelagia gazed down one moment more, and then, 
with a shriek which rang along roof and river, she 
turned, and fled down the stairs and out into the 
night. 

Five minutes afterwards, Philammon, dripping, 
bruised, and bleeding, was crawling up the water-steps 
at the lower end of the lane. A woman rushed from 
the postern door, and stood on the quay edge, gazing 
with clasped hands into the canal. The moon fell 
full on her face. It was Pelagia. She saw him, knew 
Mm, and recoiled. 

“ Sister 1 — my sister ! Forgive me ! ” 

** Murderer!” she shrieked, and dashing aside his 
outspread hands, fled wildly up the passage. 

The way was blocked with bales of merchandise : 
but the dancer bounded over them like a deer ; while 
Philammon, half stunned by Ms fall, and blinded by 
Ms dripping locks, stumbled, fell, and lay, unable to 
rise. She held on for a few yards towards the torch- 
lit mob, which was surging and roaring in the main 
street above, then tinned suddenly into a side alley. 
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and vanished; while Philammon lay groaning upon 
the pavement, without a purpose or a hope upon 
eartL 

Five minutes more, and Wulf was gazing over the 
broken parapet, at the head of twenty ten’ified spec- 
tators, male and female, whom Pelagia’s shriek had 
summoned. 

He alone suspected that Philammon had been 
there ; and shuddering at the thought of what might 
have happened, he kept his secret. 

But all knew that Pelagia had boon on the tower ; 
all had seen the Amal go up thither. Where were 
they now? And why was the little postern gate 
found open, and shut only just in time to prevent the 
entrance of the mob 1 

Wulf stood, revolving in a brain but too well 
practised in such cases, aU possible contingencies of 
death and horror. At last — 

“A rope and a light, Smid 1” he almost whispered. 

They were brought, and Wulf, resisting all the 
entreaties of the younger men to allow them to go on 
the perilous search, lowered himself through the 
breach. 

He was about two-thirds down, when he shook the 
rope, and called, in a stifled voice, to those above — 

“Haul up. I have seen enough.” 

Breathless with curiosity and fear, they hauled him 
up. He stood among them for a few moments, silent^ 
as if stunned by the weight of some enormous woe. 

“Is he dead?” 
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“Odin has taken his son home, wolves of the 
Goths !’^ And he held out his right hand to the awe- 
struck ring, and hurst into an agony of weeping. . . . 
A clotted tress of long fair hair lay in his palm. 

It was snatched ; handed from man to man. . . . 
One after another recognised the beloved golden locks. 
And then, to the utter astonishment of the girls who 
stood round, the great simple hearts, too brave to be 
ashamed of tears, broke out, and wailed like children. 

. . . Their Anial ! Their heavenly man ! Odin's 
own son, their joy and pride, and glor}"! Their 
“Kingdom of heaven,” as his name declared him, 
who was all that each wished to be, and more, and 
yet belonged to them, bone of theii* bone, flesh of 
their flesh ! Ah, it is bitter to all tme human hearts 
to bo robbed of their ideal, even though that ideal bo 
that of a mere wild bull, and soulless gladiator. . . . 
At last Smid spoke : — 

“ Heroes, this is Odin's doom ; and the Allfather is 
just Had wo listened to Prince Wulf four months 
ago, this liad novor been. We have boon cowards 
and sluggards, and Odin is angry with his children. 
Lot us swear to bo Princo Wulfs men and follow him 
to-morrow where ho %vill !*' 

Wulf grasped his outstretched hand lovingly — 
“No, Smid, son of Troll! These words arc not 
yours to speak Agilmund son of Oniva, (lodcric son 
of Ermenric, you are Balts, and to you the succession 
appertaina Draw lots hero, which of you shall bo 
our chieftain.” 



300 


NEMSIS. 


‘‘No ! no ! Wulf !” cried both the youths at once. 
“ You are the hero ! you are the Sagaman ! We are 
not worthy; we have been cowards and sluggards, 
like the rest. Wolves of the Goths, follow the Wolf, 
even though he lead you to the land of the giants ! ” 

A roar of applause followed. 

“Lift him on the shield,” cried Goderic, tearing off 
his buckler. “Lift him on the shield! Hail, Wulf 
king 1 Wulf, king of Egypt 1” 

And the rest of the Goths, attracted by the noise, 
rushed up the tower- stairs in time to join in the 
mighty shout of “Wulf, king of Egypt !” — as careless 
of the vast multitude which yelled and surged with- 
out, as boys are of the snow against the window- 
pane. 

“No!” said Wulf, solemnly, as he stood on the 
uplifted shield. “ If I be indeed your king, and ye 
my men, wolves of the Goths, to-morrow we will go 
forth of this place, hated of Odin, rank with the inno- 
cent blood of the Alruna maid. Back to Adolf ; back 
to our own people ! Will you go V 
“ Back to Adolf !” shouted the men, 

“You will not leave us to be murdered?” cried 
one of the girls. “ The mob are breaking the gates 
already 1” 

“ Silence, silly one ! Mon — ^we have one thing to 
do. The Amal must not go to the Valhalla without 
fair attendance.” 

“Not the poor girls?” said Agilmund, who took 
for granted that Wulf would wish to celebrate the 
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AmaFs funeral in true Gothic fashion by a slaughter 
of slaves. 

“No. . . . One of them I saw behave this very 
afternoon worthy of a Vala. And they, too — they 
may make heroes’ wives after all, yet . . . Women 
are better than I fancied, even the worst of them. 
No. Go down, heroes, and throw the gates open ; 
and call in the Greek hounds to the funeral supper of 
a son of Odin.” 

“ Throw the gates open V’ 

“ Yes. Goderic, take a dozen men, and be ready 
in the east hall. Agilmund, go with a dozen to the 
west side of the court — there in the kitchen; and 
wait till you hear my war-cry. Smid and the rest of 
you, come with me through the stables close to the 
gate — as silent as Hela.” 

And they went down — to meet, full on the stairs 
below, old Miriam. 

Breathless and exhausted by her exertion, she had 
fallen heavily before Philanimon’s strong arm ; and 
lying half stunned for a while, recovered just in time 
to meet her doom. 

She know that it was come, and faced it like hex'- 
self. 

“ Take the witch !” said Wulf, slowly — “ Take the 
corrupter of heroes — the cause of all our sorrows !” 

Miilam looked at him with a quiet smile. 

“ The witch is accustomed long ago to hoar fools 
lay on her the consequences of their own lust and lazi- 
ness.” 
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HeTv her down, Smid, son of Troll, that she may 
pass the Amal^s soul and gladden it on her way to 
Niflheim.” 

Smid did it : but so terrible were the eyes which 
glared upon him from those sunken sockets, that his 
sight was dazzled. The axe turned aside, and struck 
her shoulder. She reeled, but did not fall 

“ It is enough,” she said, quietly. 

“The accursed GrendeFs daughter numbed my 
arm !” said Smid. “Let her go ! No man shall say 
that I struck a woman twice.” 

“Nidhogg waits for her, soon or late,” answered 
Wulf. 

And Miriam, coolly folding her shawl around her, 
turned and walked steadily down the stair ; while all 
men breathed more freely, as if delivered from some 
accursed and supernatural spell. 

“And now,” said Wulf, “to your posts, and ven- 
geance 1” 

The mob had weltered and howled ineffectually 
around the house for some half-hour. But the lofty 
walls, opening on the street only by a few narrow 
windows in the higher stories, rendered it an impreg- 
nable fortress. Suddenly, the iron gates were drawn 
back, disclosing to the front rank the court, glaring 
empty and silent and ghastly in the moonlight - For 
an instant they recoiled, with a vague horror, and 
dread of treachery : but the mass behind pressed them 
onward, and in swept the murderers of Hypatia, till 
the court was full of choking wretches, surging against 
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tho walls and pillars in aimless fury. And then, from 
under the archway on each side, inished a body of tall 
armed men, driving back all incomers more ; the gates 
slid together again upon their grooves ; and the wild 
beasts of Alexandria were trapped at last. 

And then began a murder grim and great. From 
three difierent doom issued a line of Goths, whose 
helmets and mailshirts made them invulneraldc to the 
clumsy weapons of the mob, and began hewing their 
way right through the living mass, helpless from their 
close-packed airay. True, they were but as one to 
ten ,• but what are ton curs before one lion ? , . . And 
the moon rose higher and higher, staring do\vn ghastly 
and unmoved upon that doomed court of the furies, 
and still the bills and swords hewed on and on, and 
the Goths <lrew the corpses, as they found room, 
towanls a dark pile in the midst, where old Wulf sat 
upon a heap of slain, singing the praises of the Amal 
and the glories of Valhalla, while the shrieks of his 
lute rose shrill above the shrieks of the flying and the 
wounded, atul its wild waltz-time danced and rollicked 
on swifter and swifter as the old singer maddened, in 
awful mockeiy of the terror and agony around. 

And so, by men and ptuposos which wrecke<l nob 
of her, as is the wont of Providence, was the blood of 
Hyi^atia avenged in part that niglit, 

fn part only. For Peter the Readier, and his 
espcicial associates, were safe in sanctuary at the 
Ctesareium, clinging to the altar. Terrified at the 
storm whicli they had tuised, aind fearing the con- 
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sequences of an attack upon the palace, they had left 
the mob to run riot at its will; and escaped the 
sw-ords of the Goths, to be reserved for the more 
awful punishment of impunity. 



CHAPTEE XXX. 

EVERY MAN TO HIS OWN PLACE. 

It was near midnight Eaphael had been sitting 
some three hours in Miriam’s inner chamber, waiting 
in vain for her return. To recover, if possible, his 
ancestral wealth , to convey it, without a day’s delay, 
to Cyi’eno ; and, if possible, to persuade the poor old 
Jewess to accompany him, and there to soothe, to 
guide, perhaps to convert her, was his next purpose : 
— at all events, wioh or without his wealth, to flee 
from that accursed city. And he counted impatiently 
the slow hours and minutes which detained him in 
an atmosphere which seemed reching with innocent 
blood, black with the lowering curse of an avenging 
God. More than once, unable to bear the thought, 
ho rose to depart, and leave his wealth behind ; but 
ho was chocked again by the thought of his own past 
life. How had ho added his own sin to the gi’eat 
heap of Alexandrian wickedness! How had ho 
tempted others, pampered others in evil 1 Good God! 
how had lie not only done evil with all his might, 
but had pleasure in those who did the same ! And 
now, now ho was reaping the fruit of his own devices. 

VOL. IL X II. 



306 


EVERY MAN TO HIS OWN PLACE. 


For years past^ merely to please his lust of power, his 
misanthropic scorn, he had been making that wicked 
Orestes wickeder than he was even by his own base 
will and nature ; and his puppet had avenged itself 
upon him ! He, he had prompted him to ask Hypatia’s 
hand. ... He had laid, half in sport, half in envy 
of her excellence, that foul plot against tlie only 
human being whom he loved . . . and he had de- 
stroyed her ! Ho, and not Peter, was the murderer 
of Hj^atia! True, he had never meant her death. 
... No ; but had he not meant for her worse than 
death ? He had never foreseen. . . . No ; but only 
because he did not choose to foresee. He had chosen 
to be a god ; to kill and to make alive by his own 
will and law ; and behold, he had become a devil by 
that very act. Who can - and who dare, even if ho 
could — ^withdraw the sacred veil from those bitter 
agonies of inward shame and self-reproach, made all 
the more intense by his clear and undoubting know- 
ledge that he was forgiven^ What dread of punish- 
ment, what blank despair, could have pierced that 
great heart so deeply as did the thought that the God 
whom ho had hated and defied had returned him good 
for evil, and rewarded him not according to In’s iniqui- 
ties ] Tliat discovery, as Ezekiel of old had warned 
his forefathers, filled up the cup of liis self-loathing, 
... To have found at last the hated and dreaded 
name of God : and found that it was Love 1 ... To 
possess Victoria, a living, human likonoBs, liowcver 
imperfect, of that God ; and to possess iu her a home, 
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a duty, a puri^ose, a fresh clear life of righteous labour, 
perhaps of final victory. . That was his punish- 
ment , that was the brand of Cam upon his forehead ; 
and he felt it greater than he could bear. 

But at least there was one thing to be done. 
Where he had sinned, there he must make amends ; 
not as a propitiation, not even as a restitution , but 
simply as a confession of the truth which he had 
found. And as his purpose shaped itself, he longed 
and prayed that Miriam might return, and make it 
possible. 

And Miriam did return He heard her pass slowly 
through the outer room, learn from the girls who was 
within, order them out of the apartments, close the 
outer door upon them ; at last she entered, and said 
quietly — 

“Welcome' I have expected you. You could 
not surpnse old Miriam. The teraph told me last 
night that you would be here.” . . . 

Did she see the smile of incredulity upon Eaphael’s 
face, or was it some sudden pang of conscience which 
made her cry out — 

“. . . No ! I did not ! I never expected you ! I 
am a har, a miserable old liar, who cannot speak the 
truth, even if I try ! Only look kind 1 Smile at me, 
Eaphaell — ^Raphael come back at last to his poor, 
miserable, villanous old mother ! Smile on me but 
once, my beautiful, my son ! my son I” 

And springing to him, she clasped him in her arms, 

“Your sonT 
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“ Yes, my son ! Safe at last ! Mine at last ! I 
can prove it now 1 The son of my womb, though not 
the son of my vows ! And she laughed hysterically. 
“My child, my heir, for whom I have toiled and 
hoarded for three-and-thirty years ! Quick ! here are 
my keys. In that cabinet are all my papers — all I 
have is yours. Your jewels are safe — buried with 
mine. The negro-woman, Eudsemon’s -wife, knows 
where. I made her swear secrecy upon her little 
wooden idol, and, Christian as she is, she has been 
honest Make her rich for life. She hid your poor 
old mother, and kept her safe to see her boy come 
home. But give nothing to her little husband : he is 
a bad fellow, and boats her. — Co, quick 1 take your 
riches, and away ! . . . No ; stay one moment — ^just 
one little moment — that the poor old wretch may 
feast her eyes with the sight of her darling once more 
before she dies 1” 

“ Before you die ? Your son ? God of my fathers, 
what is the meaning of all this, Miriam? This 
morning I was the son of Ezra the merchant of 
Antioch V* 

“ His son and heir, his son and heir ! Ho know 
all at last. We told him on his death-bod 1 I swear 
that we told him, and he adopted you T’ 

‘‘We! Who?” 

“ His wife and I. He craved for a child, the old 
miser, and we gave him one— a better one than ever 
came of his family. But he loved you, accepted you, 
though ho did know aU. He was afraid of being 
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laughed at after he was dead — afraid of having it 
known that he was childless, the old dotard ! No — 
he was right — true Jew in that^ after all 

‘‘ Who was my father, then V interrupted Raphael, 
in utter bewilderment. 

The old woman laughed a laugh so long and ^vild, 
that Raphael shuddered. 

“ Sit down at your mother’s feet. Sit down . . . 
just to please the poor old thing ! Even if you do 
not believe her, just play at being her child, her 
darling, for a minute before she dies ; and she will 
tell you all . . . perhaps there is time yeti” 

And ho sat do^m . . . “What if this incarnation 
of all wickedness were really my mother ? . . . And 
yet — why should I shrink thus proudly from the 
notion ? Am I so pm*o myself as to deserve a purer 
source?” . . . And the old woman laid her hand 
fondly on liis head, and her skinny fingers played 
witli liis^ soft locks, as she spoke hurriedly and 
thick. 

“Of the house of Jesse, of the seed of Solomon; 
not a rabbi from Babylon to Romo dare deny that I 
A king’s daughter I am, and a king’s heai*t I had, and 
have, like Solomon’s own, my son! ... A kingly 
heart. ... It made me dread and scorn to be a slave, 
a plaything, a soulless doll, such as Jewish women 
arc con<lemnod to be by their tyrants, the men. 1 
emved for wisdom, renown, power— power — power! 
and my nation rcfuse<l them to me ; because, forsooth, 
1 was a woman 1 So I loft them. I wont to the 
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OhristiaR priests. , . . They gave mo what I asked. 

. . . They gave me more. . . . They pampered my 
woman's vanity, my pride, my self-will, my scorn of 
wedded bondage, and bade me be a saint, the judge 
of angels and archangels, the bride of God 1 Liars ! 
liars ! And so — ^if you laugh, you kill me, Raphael — 
and so Miriam, the daughter of Jonathan — Miriam, of 
the house of David — ^Miriam, the descendant of Ruth 
and Eachab, of Rachel and Sara, became a Christian 
nun, and shut herself up to see visions, and dream 
dreams, and fattened her own mad self-conceit upon 
the impious fancy that she was the spouse of the 
Nazarene, Joshua Bar -Joseph, whom she called 

Jehovah Ishi Silence! If you stop me a moment, 

it may be too late. I hear them calling mo already ; 
and I made them promise not to take mo before I had 
told all to my son — the son of my shame !” 

“Who calls youV’ asked Raphael; but after one 
strong shudder she ran on, unheeding, — 

“ But they lied, lied, lied ! I found them out that 
day. ... Do not look up at me, and I will tell you 
all There was a riot — a fight between the Christian 
devils and the Heathen devils — and the convent was 
sacked, Raphael, my son 1 — Sacked I , . . Then I 
found out their blasphemy. , . . Oh, God ! I shrieked 
to Him, Raphael! I called on Him to rend His 
heavens and come down — to pour out His thunder- 
bolts upon them — to cleave the earth and devour 
them — to save the wretched helpless girl who adored 
Him, who had given up father, mother, kinsfolk, 
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wealth, the light of heaven, womanhood itself for Him 
— ^who worshipped, meditated over Him, dreamed of 
Him night and day. . . . And, Raphael, He did not 
hear me ... He did not hear me . . . did not hear 
me ! . . . And then I knew it all for a lie ! a lie !” 

“And you knew it for what it is cried Raphael 
through his sobs, as he thought of Victoria, and felt 
every vein burning with righteous wrath. 

— “ There was no mistaking that test, was there 
. . . For nine months I was mad. And then your 
voice, my baby, my joy, my pride — that brought me 
to myself once more ! And I shook off the dust of 
my feet against those Galilean priests, and went back 
to my own nation, where God had set me from the 
beginning. I made them — ^the Rabbis, my father, my 
kin — made them all receive me. They could hot 
stand before my eye. I can make people do what I 
will, Raphael! I could — I could make you emperor 
now, if I had but time left 1 I went back. I palmed 
you off on Ezra as his son, I and his wife, and made 
him believe that you had been born to him while he 
was in Byzantium. . . . And then — to live for you ! 
And I did live for you. For you I travelled from 
India to Britain, seeking wealth For you I toiled, 
hoarded, lied, intrigued, won money by every means, 
no matter how base — for was it not for you ? And I 
have conquered! You are the richest Jew south of 
the Mediterranean, you, my son 1 And you deserve 
your wealth You have your mother’s soul in you, 
my boy! I watched you, gloried in you — in your 
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otuming, your daring, your learning, yoor contempt 
for these Gentile hounds. You felt the royal blood 
of Solomon within you! You felt that you were 
a young lion of Judah, and they the jackals who 
followed to feed upon your leavings I And now, 
now! Your only danger is past! Tho cunning 
woman is gone — the sorceress who tried to tiiko my 
young lion in her pit-fall, and has fallen into tho 
midst of it herself ; and he is safe, and returned to 
take the nations for a prey, and grind their bones to 
powder, as it is written, ‘ He couched like a lion, ho 
lay down like a lioness’s whelp, and who dare rouse 
him up?’” 

“ Stop !” said Eaphael, “ I must speak ! Motlier 1 
I must ! As you love me, as you expect mo to 
love you, answer! Had you a hand in her death? 
Speak !” 

“ Did I not tell you that I was no more a Christian ? 
Had I remained one — who can toll what I might not 
have done? All I, die Jewess, dare do was — Fool 

that lam! I have forgotten all this time tho proof 

the proof ” 

“ I need no proof, mother. Your wor<ls arc enough,” 
said Raphael, as ho clasped her hand botwoeii his own, 
and pressed it to his burning forehead. But tho old 
woman hurried on— “ See ! See tho black agate whicli 
you gave her in your madness !” 

“ How did you obtain that ?” 

“I stole it— stole it, my son ; as tliioves steal, and 
axe crucified for stealing. What was the chance of 
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the cross to a mother yearning for her child ? — to a 
mother who put round her baby’s neck, three-and- 
thirty black years ago, that broken agate, and kept 
the other half next her own heart by day and night •? 
See I See how they fit ! Look, and believe your poor 
old sinful mother ! Look, I say and she thrust the 
talisman into his hands. 

“Now, let mo die! I vowed never to tell this 
secret but to you : never to tell it to you, until the 
night I died. Farewell, my son ! Kiss me l)ut once — 
once, my child, my joy 1 Oh, this makes up for all ! 
Makes up even for that day, the last on which I ever 
dreamed myself the bnde of the Nazarene !” 

Eai^hael felt that he must speak, now or never. 
Though it cost him the loss of all his wealth, and a 
mother’s curse, he must speak. And not daring to 
look up, he said gently, — 

“Men have lied to you about Him, motlicr: but 
has He over lied to you about Himself? Ho did not 
lie to mo when Ho sent mo out into the world to find 
a man, and sent xno back again to you with tlio good 
nows that The Man is ))um into the world.” 

But to his astonishment, instead of the burst of 
bigoted indignation which lie liad expected, Miriam 
answered in a low, confused, abstracted voice,— 

“And did Ho send yon hither? Well— that was 
more like what I used to fancy Him. ... A grand 
thought it is after all— a Jew the king vt heaven and 
earth! . . . Well— I shall know soon. . . . 1 loved Him 
once, . . , and perhaps . . . perhaps ”... 



314 


EVERY MAN TO HIS OWN PLACE. 


Why did her head drop heavily upon his shoulder 1 
He turned — a dark stream of blood was flowing from 
her lips ! He sprang to his feet The girls rushed in. 
They tore open her shawl, and saw the ghastly wound, 
which she had hidden with such iron resolution to the 
last But it was too late. Miriam the daughter of 
Solomon was gone to her own place. 

Early the next morning, Raphael was standing in 
CyriFs anteroom, awaiting an audience. There wero 
loud voices within ; and after a while a tribune whom 
he knew well hurried out, muttering curses — 

“What brings you here, friend?” said Raphael. 

“ The scoundrel will not give them up,” answered 
he, in an undertone. 

“ Grive up whom 

“The murderers. They are in sanctuary now at 
the Oaesareium. Orestes sent me to demand thorn : 
and this fellow defies him openly 1” And the tribune 
hurried out. 

Raphael, sickened with disgust, half“turnc<l to 
follow him : but his better angel conquered, and ho 
obeyed the summons of the deacon who ushered him 
in. 

Cyril was walking up and down, according to his 
custom, with great strides. When ho saw who was 
his visitor, he stopped short with a look of fiorco 
inquiry. Raphael entered on business at once, with 
a cold calm voice. 

“ You know me, doubtless ; and you know what I 
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was. I am now a Christian catechumen. I come to 
make such restitution as I can for certain past ill- 
deeds done in this city. You will find among these 
papers the trust-deeds for such a yearly sum of money 
as will enable you to hire a house of refuge for a 
hundred fallen women, and give such dowries to 
thirty of them yearly as will enable them to find 
suitable husbanda I have set down every detail of 
my plan. On its exact fulfilment depends the con- 
tinuance of my gift.” 

Cyril took the document eagerly, and was breaking 
out with some commonplace about pious benevolence, 
when the Jew stopped him. 

‘‘Your Holiness’s compliments are unnecessary. 
It is to your office, not to yourself, that this business 
relates.” 

Cyril, whose conscience was ill enough at ease that 
morning, felt abashed before Raphaers dry and quiet 
manner, which bespoke, as he well knew, reproof 
more severe than all open upbraidinga So looking 
down, not witliout something like a blush, he ran his 
oyo hastily over the paper; and then said, in his 
blandest tone, — 

“Mybrovhor will forgive me for remarking, that 
while I acknowledge his perfect right to dispose of his 
charities as ho will, it is somewhat startling to me, as 
Metropolitan of Egypt, to find not only the Abbot 
Isidore of Polusium, but the secular Defender of tho 
Plcbs, a civil officer, implicated, too, in the late con- 
spiracy, associated with mo as co-trustoos.” 
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“ I have taken the advice of more than one Chris- 
tian bishop on the matter, I acknowledge your 
authority by my presence here. If the Scriptures say 
rightly, the civil magistrates are as much God’s 
ministers as you; and I am therefore bound to ac- 
knowledge their authority also. I should have pre- 
ferred associating the Prefect with you in the trust : 
but as your dissensions with the present occupant of 
that post might have crippled my scheme, I have 
named the Defender of the Plebs, and have already 
put into his hands a copy of this document. Another 
copy has been sent to Isidore, who is empowered 
to receive all moneys from my Jewish bankers in 
Pelusium.” 

‘‘You doubt, then, either my ability or my 
honesty?” said Cyril, who was becoming somewhat 
nettled. 

“ If your Holiness dislikes my offer, it is easy to 
omit your name in the deed. One word more. If 
you deliver up to justice the mmdorers of my friend 
Hypatia, I douldo my bequest on the spot.” 

Cyril burst out instantly — 

“ Thy money perish with theo ! Do you presume 
to bribe mo into delivering up my children to the 
tyrant !” 

“ I offer to give you the moans of showing more 
mercy, jmevided that you will first do simple justice,” 

“Justice?” cried Cyril. “Justice? If it be just 
that Peter shonhl die, sir, see first whether it was not 
just that Hypatia should die. Not that \ cornpassed 
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it. As I live, I would havo given my o%va right hand 
that this had not happened ! But now that it is done 

let those who talk of justice look first in which 

scale of the balance it lies ! Do you fancy, sir, that 
the people do not know their enemies from their 
friends? Do yon fancy that they are to sit with 
folded hands, while a pedant makes common cause 
with a profligate, to drag them back again into the 
very black gulf of outer darkness, ignorance, brutal 
lust, grinding slavery, from which the Son of God 
died to free them, from which they are painfully and 
slowly struggling upward to the light of day? You, 
sir, if you bo a Christian catechumen, should know 
for yourself what would havo been the fate of Alex- 
andria had the devil’s plot of two days since succeeded. 
What if the people strack too fiercely ? They struck 
in the right phico. Wiat if they havo given the reins 
to passions fit only for heathens ? Eccollect the cen- 
turies of heathendom which bred those passions in 
them, and blame not my teaching, but the teaching of 
thoir forefathers. That very Peter. . . . What if ho 
havo for once given place to the devil, and avenged 
whore ho should havo forgiven ? Has ho no memories 
which may excuse him for fancying, in a just par- 
oxysm of dread, that idolatry and falsehood must bo 
crushed at any risk?— Ho who counts back for now 
throe hundred years, in persecution after persecution, 
martyrs, sir ! martyrs— -if you know what that wortl 
implies— of his own blood and kin ; who, when ho was 
but a seven years’ boy, saw his own father made a sight- 
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loss cripple to this day, and liis elder sister, a conse- 
crated nun, devoured alive by swine in the open 
streets, at the hands of those who supported tlio very 
philosophy, the very gods, which Hypatia attempted 
yesterday to restore. God shall judge such a man ; 
not I, nor you !” 

‘‘Let God judge him, then, by delivering him to 
God's minister.” 

“God’s minister? That heathen and apostate 
prefect? When he has expiated his apostasy by 
penance, and returned publicly to the bosom of the 
church, it will be time enough to obey him : till then 
he is the minister of none but the devil And no 
ecclesiastic shall suffer at the tribunal of an infidel. 
Holy Writ forbids us to go to law before the unjust. 
Let the world say of me what it will I defy it and 
its rulers. I have to establish the kingdom of God 
in this city, and do it I will, knowing that other 
foundation can no man lay than that which is laid, 
which is Christ.” 

“Wherefore you proceed to lay it afresh. A curious 
method of proving that it is laid already.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Cyril, angrily. 

“ Simply that God’s kingdom, if it exist at all, must 
bo a sort of kingdom, considering Who is The King 
of it, which would have established itself without 
your help some time since; probably, indeed, if the 
Scriptures of my Jewish forefathers are to be believed, 
before the foundation of the world; and that your 
business was to believe that God was Kling of Alex- 
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andria, and had put the Eoman law there to crucify 
all niur<leroTS, ecclesiastics included, and that crucified 
they must bo accordingly, as high as Haman himself.” 

“ I will hear no more of this, sir ! I am responsible 
to God alone, and not to you : let it be enough that 
by virtue of the authority committed to me, I shall cut 
ofi* these men from the church of God, by solemn ex- 
communication, for three years to come.” 

“They are not cut off, then, it seems, as yet?” 

“ I tell you, sir, that I shall cut them off ! Do you 
come hero to doubt my word 

“Not in the least, most august sir. But I should 
have fancied that, according to my carnal notions of 
God’s Kingdom and The Church, they had cut off 
themselves most ofiectually already, from the moment 
when they cast away the Spirit of God, and took to 
themselves the spirit of mur<ler and cinielty ; and that 
all which your most just and laudable excommunication 
could efiect, woultl bo to inform the public of that fact 
However, farewell 1 My money shall bo forthcoming 
in duo time ; and that is the most important matter 
between us at this moment. As for your client Peter 
ami his fellows, porlmps the most fearful punishment 
which can befall thorn, is to go on as they have begun. 
I only ho])o that you will not follow iJi the same 
direction.” 

“H” cried Cyril, trembling with rage. 

“ Keally 1 wish your Holiness well when I say so. 
If my notions seem to you Bomowhat secular, yours— 
forgive me— seem to mo somewhat atheistic; and I 
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advise you honestly to take care lest while you arc 
“busy trying to establish God's kingdom, you forget 
what it is like, by shutting your eyes to those of its 
laws which are established already, I have no doul>t 
that with your Holiness’s great powers you will suc- 
ceed in establishing something. My only dread is, 
that when it is established, you should discover to 
your horror that it is the devil’s kingdom and not 
God’s.” 

And without waiting for an answer, Eaphael bowed 
himself out of the august presence, and sailing for 
Berenice that very day, with Eudyemon and his negro 
wife, went to his own place ; there to labour and to 
succour, a sad and stern, and yet a loving and a much- 
loved man, for many a year to come. 

And now we will leave Alexandria also, and taking 
a forward leap of some twenty years, see how all other 
persons mentioned in this history went, likewise, each 
to his own place. 

A little more than twenty years after, the wisest 
and holiest man in the East was writing of Cyril, just 
deceased — 

“ His death made those who survived him joyful ; 
but it grieved most probably the dead; and there is 
cause to fear, lest, finding his presence too trouble- 
some, they should send him back to us. . . . May it 
come to pass, by your prayers, that lie may ol)tain 
mercy and forgiveness, that the immcastirablo grace 
of God may prevail over his wickedness 1” . * . 
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So wrote Tlieodoret in days when men had not yet 
intercalated into Holy Writ that line of an obscure 
modern hymn, which proclaiins to man the good news 
that “There is no repentance in the grave. Let 
that be as it may, Cyril has gone to his own place. 
What that place is in history is but too well known. 
What it is in the sight of Him unto whom all live for 
ever, is no concern of ours. May He whose mercy is 
over all His works, have mercy upon all, whether 
orthodox or unorthodox, Papist or Protestant, who, 
like Cyril, begin l>y Ipng for the cause of truth ; and 
sotting off upon that evil road, amve surely, with the 
►Scribes and Pharisees of old, sooner or later at their 
own place ! 

True, ho and his monks had conquered; but 
Hypatia did not die unavenged. In the hour of that 
unrighteous victory, the Church of Alexandria received 
a deadly wound. It had admittctl and sanctioned 
those ha1)its of doing evil that good may come, of 
pious intrigue, and at last of open persecution, which 
arc certain to creep in wheresoever men attempt to 
sot up a merely religious empire, independent of 
human relationships and civil laws;— to “establish," 
in short, a “ theocracy," and by that very act confess 
their secret disbelief that God is niling already. And 
the Egyptian Church grow, year by year, more lawless 
and inhuman. Freed from enemies without, and 
from the union which fear compels, it turne<l its 
ferocity inward, to prey on its own vitals, an<l to tear 
itself in pieces by a voluntary suicide, with mutual 
von iL y 
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anathemas and exclusions, till it ended as a mere 
chaos of idolatrous sects, persecuting each other for 
metaphysical propositions, which, true or false, were 
equally heretical in their mouths, because they used 
them only as watchwords of division. Orthodox or 
unorthodox, they knew not God, for they knew neither 
righteousness, nor love, nor peace. . . . They “ hated 
their brethren, and walked on still in darkness, not 
knowing whither they were going . till Amrou 
and his Mohammedans appeared ; and whether they 
discovered the fact or not, they went to their own 
place. . . . 

Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceeding 
small ; 

Though Ho stands and waits with patience, with exactness 
grinds Ho all. — 

And so found, in due time, tho philosophers as well 
as the ecclesiastics of Alexandria. 

Twenty years after Hypatia’s death, philosophy 
was flickering down to the voiy socket. Hypatia’s 
murder was its death-blow. In language tremendous 
and unmistakable, philosophers had been infoiinod 
that mankind had done with them; that they had 
been weighed in the balances, and found wanting; 
that if they had no better Gospel than that to preach, 
they must make way for those who had. And they 
did make way. We hoar little or nothing of them 
or their wisdom henceforth, except at Athens, where 
Proclus, Marinus, Isidore, and others, kept up “tho 
golden chain of the Platonic succession,” and descended 
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deeper and deeper, one after the other, into the realms 
of confusion — confusion of the material with the 
spiritual, of the subject with the object, the moral 
with the intellectual ; self-consistent in one thing only, 
— namely, in their exclusive Pharisaism 3 utterly un- 
able to proclaim any good news for man as man, or 
even to conceive of the possibility of such, and gradu- 
ally looking with more and more complacency on all 
superstitions which did not involve that one idea, 
which alone they hated, — namely, the Incarnation; 
craving after signs and wonders, dabbling in magic, 
astrology, and barbarian fotichisms; bemoaning the 
fallen age, and barking querulously at every foim of 
human thought except their own ; writing pompous 
biographies, full of bad Greek, worse taste, and still 
worse miracles. . . . 

That last drear mood 

Of envious sloth, and proud decre})itude ; 

No faith, no art, no king, no priest, no God ; 

While round tho fmozing founts of life in snarling ring, 
Crouch’d on tho baroworn sod, 

Babbling about tho uurotuming spring. 

And whining for dead gods, who cannot save, 

Tho toothless systems shiver to their grave. 

The last scene of their tragedy was not without a 
touch of pathos. ... In the year D 29 , Justinian 
ftaally closed, by imperial edict, tho schoolB of Athens. 
They had nothing more to toll the world, but what 
the world had yawne<i over a thousand times before ; 
why should they break tho blessed silence by any 
more such noises'? I’hc philosophers felt so thorn- 
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selves. They had no mind to be martyrs, for they 
had nothing for which to testify. They had no 
message for mankind, and mankind no interest for 
them. All that was left for them was to take care of 
their own souls ; and fancying that they saw something 
like Plato’s ideal republic in the pure monotheism of 
the Guebres, their philosophic emperor the Khozroo, 
and his holy caste of magi, seven of them set off to 
Persia, to forget the hateful existence of Christianity 
in that realised ideal, Alas for the facts ! The purest 
monotheism, they discovered, was perfectly compatible 
with bigotry and ferocity, luxury and tyranny, scrails 
and bowstrings, incestuous marriages and corpses ex- 
posed to the beasts of the field and the fowls of the 
air ; and in reasonable fear for their own nocks, the 
last seven Sages of Greece returned homo weary- 
hearted, into the Christian Empire from which they 
had fled, fully contented with the permission, which 
the Khozcoo had obtained for them from Justinian, 
to hold their peace, and die among decent people. So 
among decent people they died, leaving behind them, 
as their last legacy to mankind, Simplicius’s Comment- 
aries on Epictetus’s Enchiridion, an essay on the art 
of egotism, by obeying which, whosoever list may 
become as perfect a Pharisee as over darkened the 
earth of God. Peace be to their ashes ! . , . They 
are gone to their own place. 

Wulf, too, had gone to his own place, wheresoever 
that may be. lie died in Spain, full of yearn and 
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honours, at the court of Adolf and Placidia, having 
resigned his sovereignty into the hands of his lawful 
chieftain, and having lived long enough to see Go<Ieric 
and his younger companions in arms settled with their 
Alexandrian brides up on the sunny slopes from which 
they had expelled the Vandals and the Suevi, to be 
the ancestors of “bluest-blooded” Castilian nobles. 
Wulf died, as ho had lived, a heathen. Placidia, who 
loved him well, as she loved all righteous and noble 
souls, had succeeded once in ];)ersuading him to accept 
baptism. Adolf himself acted as one of his sponsors ; 
and the old wairior was in the act of stopping into 
the font, when he turned suddenly to the bishop, and 
asked whore wore the souls of his heathen ancestors ? 
“In hell,” replied the woilby prelate. Wulf drew 
back from the font, and tlirew his bearskin cloak 
around him. ... Ho would prefer, if Adolf had no 
objection, to go to his own people.”^ And so ho died 
unbaptized, and wont to bis own jdaco. 

Victoria was still alive and busy : but Augustine’s 
warning had come true — she had found trouble in the 
IIcbIl The day of the Lord liad come, and Vandal 
tyrants wore now the masters of tlio fair corn-lands 
of Africa. Her father and brother wore lying by the 
side of Kaphael Abon-Ezra, beneath the mined walls 
of Hippo, slain, long years before, in the vain attempt 
to deliver their country from the invading swarms. 
But they had died the death of heroes ; and Victoria 
was content. And it was whispered, among tlxo 
^ A fact. 
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down-trodden OathoKcs, who clung to her as an angel 
of mercy, that she, too, had endured strange misery 
and disgrace ; that her delicate limbs bore the scars 
of fearful tortures; that a room in her house, into 
which none ever entered but herself, contained a 
young boy’s grave ; and that she passed long nights 
of prayer upon the spot, where lay her only child, 
martyred by the hands of Arian persecutors. Nay, 
some of the few who, having dared to face that fear- 
ful storm, had survived its fury, asserted that sho 
herself, amid her own shame and agony, had cheered 
the shrinking boy on to his glorious death. But 
though she had found trouble in the flesh, her spirit 
knew none. Clear -eyed and joyful as when sho 
walked by her father’s side on the field of Ostia, sho 
went to and fro among the victims of Vandal rapine 
and persecution, spending upon the maimed, the sick, 
the ruined, the small remnants of her former wealth, 
and winning, by her purity and her piety, the rever- 
ence and favour even of the barbarian conquerors. 
She had her work to do, and she did it, and was 
content ; and, in good time, sho also went to her own 
place. 

Abbot Pambo, as well as Arsonius, had been dead 
several years ; the abbot’s place was filled, by his own 
dying command, by a hermit from the neighbouring 
deserts, who had made himself famous for many miles 
round, by his extraordinary austerities, his ceasehjss 
prayers, his loving wisdom, and, it was rumoured, by 
various cures which could only be attributed to miracu- 
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lous powers. While still in the prime of his manhood, 
he was dragged, against his own entreaties, from a 
lofty cranny of the cliffs to preside over the Laiii’a of 
Scctis, and ordained a deacon at the advice of Paniho, 
by the bishop of the diocese, who, three years after- 
wards, took on himself to command him to enter the 
priesthood. The elder monks considered it an in- 
dignity to be ruled by so young a man: but the 
monastery throve and grew rapidly under his govem- 
ment. His sweetness, patience, and humility, and 
above all, his mai-vellous understanding of the doubts 
and temptations of his own generation, soon drew 
around him all whose sensitiveness or waywardness 
had made them unmanageable in the noighboui'ing 
monasteries. As to David in the mountains, so to 
liim, every one who was discontented, and every one 
who was oppressed, gathered themselves. The neigh- 
bouring abbots were at first inclined to shrink from 
him, as one wlio ate and drank with publicans und 
sinnoi;*s; but they hold their peace, when they Haw 
those whom they had driven out as I’cprobates labour- 
ing peacefully and cheerfully under Philammon. The 
older generation of Scctis, too, saw, with some horror, 
the now influx of sinners : but their abbot had btit 
one answer to their remonstrances — “Those wlio 
are whole need not a physician, but those who are 
sick*' 

Never was the young abbot heard to speak harsldy 
of any human being. “ When thou hast tried in vain 
for seven years," ho use<l to say, “ to convert a sinner, 
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then only wilt thou have a right to suspect him of 
being a worse man than thyself.” That there is a 
seed of good in all men, a Divine Word and Spirit 
striving with all men, a gospel and good news which 
would turn the hearts of all men, if abbots and priests 
could but preach it aright, was his favourite doctrine, 
and one which he used to defend, when, at rare 
intervals, he allowed himself to discuss any subject, 
from the writings of his favourite theologian, Clement 
of Alexandria. Above all, ho stopped, by stern re- 
buke, any attempt to revile either heretics or heathona 
On the Catholic Church alone,” he used to say, “lies 
the blame of all heresy and unbelief ; for if she wore 
but for one day that which she ought to be, the world 
would be converted before nightfall” To one class 
of sins, indeed, he was inexorable— all but ferocious ; 
to the sins, namely, of religious persona In propor- 
tion to any man^s reputation for orthodoxy and 
sanctity, Philammon^s judgment of him was stem and 
pitiless. More than once events proved him to have 
been unjust; when ho saw himself to bo so, none 
could confess his mistake more frankly, or Immiliato 
himself for it more bitterly; but from his rule he 
never swerved ; and the Pharisees of the Nile dreaded 
and avoided him, as much as the publicans and sinners 
loved and followed him. 

One thing only in his conduct gave some handle 
for scandal, among the just persons who needed no 
repentance. It was well known that in liis most 
solemn devotions, on those long nights of unceasing 
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prayer and self-discii>line, which won him a reputation 
for superhuman sanctity, there mingled always with 
liis prayers the names of two women. And, when 
some MTorthy elder, taking courage from his years, 
dared to hint kindly to him that such conduct caused 
some scandal to the weaker brethren, “It is tiue,” 
answered ho ; “ tell my brethren that I pray nightly 
for two women : both of them young ; both of them 
beautiful ; both of thorn beloved by me more than I 
love my own soul ; and tell them, moreover, that one 
of the two was a harlot, and the other a heathen.” 
The old monk laid his hand on his mouth, and 
retired. 

The remainder of his history it seems better to ex- 
tract from an unpublished fragment of the Hagiologia 
Nilotica of Graidiocolosyrtus Tabenniticus, the greater 
part of which valuable work was destroyed at the 
taking of Alexandifa under Amrou, A.B. 640. 

“Now when the said abbot had ruled the monastery 
of Scotis seven years with uncommon prudence, re- 
splendent in virtue and in miracles, it befell that one 
morning he was late for the Divine office. Whereon 
a certain ancient brother, who was also a deacon, 
l>oing sent to ascertain the cause of so unwonted a 
ilofection, found the holy man extended upon the 
floor of his cell, like Balaam in the jSosh, though far 
differing from him in the spirit, having fallen into a 
trance, but having his eyes open. Who, not daring 
to arouse him, sat by him until the hour of noon, 
Judging rightly that something from heaven had 
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befallen him. And at that hour, the saint arising 
without astonishment, said, ‘ Brother, make ready for 
me the divine elements, that I may consecrate them.’ 
And he asking the reason wherefore, the saint replied, 

‘ That I may partake thereof with all my brethren, 
ere I depart hence. For know assuredly that, within 
the seventh day, I shall migrate to the celestial man- 
sions. For this night stood by me in a dream, those 
two women, whom I love, and for whom I pray ; the 
one clothed in a white, the other in a ruby-coloured 
garment, and holding each other by the hand ; who 
said to me, That life after death is not such a one 
as you fancy : come, therefore, and behold with us 
what it is like.”’ Troubled at which words, the 
deacon went forth : yet on account not only of holy 
obedience, but also of the sanctity of the blessed 
abbot, did not hesitate to prepare according to his 
command the divine elements; which the abbot having 
consecrated, distributed among his brethren, reserving 
only a portion of the most holy bread and wine ; and 
then, having bestowed on them all the kiss of peace, 
he took the paten and chahce in his hands, and went 
forth from the monastery towards the desert; whom 
the whole fraternity followed weeping, as knowing 
that they should see his face no more. But he, having 
arrived at the foot of a certain mountain, stopped, and 
blessing them, commanded them that they should 
follow him no farther, and dismissed them with these 
words : ‘ As ye have been loved, so love. As ye have 
been judged, so judge. As ye have been forgiven, so 
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forgive.’ And so ascending, was taken away from 
their eyes. Now they, returning astonished, watched 
three days with prayer and fasting : but at last the 
eldest brother, being ashamed, like Elisha before the 
entreaties of Elijah’s disciples, sent two of the young 
men to seek their master. 

To whom befell a thing noteworthy and full of 
miracles. For ascending the same mountain where 
they had left the abbot, they met with a certain 
Moorish people, not averse to the Christian verity, 
who declare that certain days before a priest had 
passed by them, bearing a paten and chalice, and 
blessing them in silence, proceeded across the desert 
in the direction of the cave of the holy Amma. 

“ And they inquiring who this Amma might be, the 
Moors answered that some twenty years ago there 
hml arrived in those mountains a woman more beauti- 
ful than had ever before been seen in that region, 
dressed in rich garments ; who after a short sojourn 
among their tribe, having distributed among them the 
jewels which she wore, had embraced the eremitic 
life, and sojourned upon the highest peak of a neigh- 
bouring mountain ; till, her garments failing her, she 
became invisible to mankind, saving to a few women 
of the tribe, who went up from time to time to cairy 
her offerings of fruit and meal, and to ask the blessing 
of her prayers. To whom she rarely appeared, veiled 
down to her feet in black hair of exceeding length 
and splendour. 

Hearing those things, the two brethren doubted 
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for a while: but at last, doterminiug to proceed, 
arrived at sunset upon the summit of the said moun- 
tain. 

“Where, behold a great miracle. For above an 
open grave, freshly dug in the sand, a cloud of vul- 
tures and obscene birds hovered, whom two lions, 
fiercely contending, drove away with their talons, as 
if from some sacred deposit therein enshrined. To- 
wards whom the two brethren, fortifying themselves 
with the sign of the holy cross, ascended. Where- 
upon the lions, as having fulfilled the term of their 
guardianship, retired; and left to the brethren a 
sight which they beheld with astonishment, and not 
without tears. 

“For in the open grave lay the body of Pldlammon 
the abbot ; and by his side, wrapt in his cloak, the 
corpse of a woman of exceeding beauty, such as the 
Moors had described. Whom embracing straitly, as 
a brother a sister, and joining his lips to hers, he had 
rendered up his soul to God ; not without bestowing 
on her, as it seemed, the most holy saci^amont ; for by 
the grave-side stood the paten and the chalice emptied 
of their divine contents. 

“Having beheld which things awhile in silence, 
they considered that the right understanding of such 
matters pertained to the judgment- seat above, and 
was unnecessary to be comprehended hy men conse- 
crated to God. Whereon, filling in the grave with 
all haste, they returned weeping to the Laura, and 
declared to them the strange things which they had 
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beheld, and whereof I the writer, having collected 
these facts from sacrosanct and most trustworthy 
mouths, can only say that wisdom is justified of all 
her children. 

“ Now, before they returned, one of the brethren 
searching the cave wherein the holy woman dwelt, 
found there neither food, furniture, or other matters ; 
saving one bracelet of gold, of large size and strange 
workmanship, engraven with foreign characters, which 
no one could decipher. The which bracelet, being 
taken home to the Laura of Scctis, and there dedi- 
cated in the (diapel to the memory of the holy Amma, 
proved beyond all doubt the sanctity of its former 
possessor, T)y the miracles w'hich its virtue worked ; 
the fame whereof spreading abroad throughout the 
whole Thobaid, drew innumerable crow^ds of suppli- 
ants to that holy relic. But it came to pass, after the 
Vaiidalic persecution wherewith Iluncric and Genscric 
the king devastated Africa, and enriched the Catholic 
Church with innumerable martyrs, that certain wander- 
ing barbarians of the Vandalic race, imbued with the 
Arian pravity, atid made insolent by success, boiled 
over from the parts of Mauritania into the Thebaid 
region. Who plundering ami buniing all monasteries, 
an<l insulting the consecrated virgins, at last arrived 
even at the monastijry of Hcetis, whore they not only, 
according to their impious custom, defiled the altar, 
and carried off the sacred vessels, but also boro away 
that most holy relic, the chief glory of the Laura, — 
namely, the bracelet of the holy Amma, impiously 
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pretending that it had belonged to a warrior of 
their tribe, and thus expounded the writing thereon 
engraven — 

“ Eor Amalric Amai’s Son Smid Troll’s Son Made Me. 

Wherein whether they spohe truth or not, yet their 
sacrilege did not remain unpunished ; for attempting 
to return homeward toward the sea by way of the 
Nile, they were set upon while weighed down with 
wine and sleep, by the country people, and to a man 
miserably destroyed. But the pious folk, restoring 
the holy gold to its pristine sanctuary, were not unre- 
warded: for since that day it grows glorious with 
ever fresh miracles — as of blind restored to sight, 
paralytics to strength, demoniacs to sanity — to the 
honour of the orthodox Catholic Church, and of its 
ever-blessed saints.” 

So bo it. Pelagia and Philammon, like the rest, 
went to their own i)lace; to the only place where 
such in such days 'could find rest; to the desert and 
the hermit’s cell, and then forward into that fairy 
land of legend and miracle, wherein all saintly lives 
were destined to be enveloped for many a century 
thenceforth. 

An<l now, readers, farewell. I have shown you 
New Foes under an old face — ^your own likenesses in 
toga and tunic, instead of coat and bonnet. One 
word before we part. Tlio same devil who tempted 
tlmso old lilgyptians tempts you. The same God who 
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■would have saved ihese old Egyptians if they had 
■willed, will save you, if you ■vdlL Their sins are 
yours, their errors your^ their doom yours, their 
deliverance yours. There is nothing new under the 
sun. The thing which has been, it is that which shall 
be. Let him that is without sin among you cast the 
first stone, whether at Hypatia or Pelagia, Miriam or 
Eaphael, Cyril or Philammon. 


THE END. 


P unit'd hy I?. K Clark, 



